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PUP Squad Alpha 7 
Angel’s Touch 


Devlin Meyers, recently retired Navy SEAL, isn’t thrilled when his first 
assignment with Deeks Security seems to be a wild-goose chase, and it sure 
doesn’t help that the warlock he’s working with isn’t his idea of a nice guy. 


Jed Mathewson’s renewed enthusiasm for the job can’t be dampened, not even 
when he’s given a mission partner stiff enough to use as a Surfboard. But thank 
the goddess it’s only one assignment. 


Yet, when the woman they’ve been searching for manages to find them instead, 
life takes a rather interesting turn. That they both knew her years ago is 
troubling, but the fact that they both still love her could be a huge problem. 


Especially now that Lilly Wicks has a whole new set of skills to deal with. 


Can explosive passion, intense circumstance, and boring isolation help undo 
past mistakes, or are all three doomed to repeat them? 


Genre: Contemporary, Ménage a Trois/Quatre, Paranormal 
Length: 21,975 words 


ANGELS TOUCH 


PUP Squad Alpha 7 


Abby Blake 


MENAGE EVERLASTING 


CIDEN 


Siren Publishing, Inc. 
www.SirenPublishing.com 





ABOUT THE E-BOOK YOU HAVE PURCHASED: 
Your non-refundable purchase of this e-book allows 
you to only ONE LEGAL copy for your own personal 
reading on your own personal computer or device. 
ed a es have vey or eee on ples 





the Berta er and the eit owner of this 
book. This book cannot be copied in any format, 
sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to 





another ` through upload to a file sharing peer | to peer 
program, for free or for a fee, or as a prize in any 
contest. Such action is illegal and in violation of the 
U.S. Copyright Law. Distribution of this e-book, in 
whale or in Lisi ae of Mne, in pri nt or in ay ga 





invented, is oo. if you do not want this book 
anymore, you must delete it from your computer. 








WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or 
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. 
Criminal copyright infringement, including 
infringement without monetary gain, is investigated 
by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in 
federal prison and a fine of $250,000. 

If you find a Siren-BookStrand e-book being sold or 


shared illegally, please let us know at 
legal@sirenbookstrand.com 


A SIREN PUBLISHING BOOK 
IMPRINT: Ménage Everlasting 


ANGEL’S TOUCH 
Copyright © 2012 by Abby Blake 
E-book ISBN: 978-1-61926-945-3 


First E-book Publication: July 2012 


Cover design by Les Byerley 
All art and logo copyright © 2012 by Siren Publishing, Inc. 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED: This literary work may not be 
reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, 
including electronic or photographic reproduction, in whole 
or in part, without express written permission. 


All characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any 
resemblance to actual persons living or dead is strictly 
coincidental. 


PUBLISHER 
Siren Publishing, Inc. 
www.SirenPublishing.com 


Letter to Readers 
Dear Readers, 


If you have purchased this copy of Angel’s Touch by Abby 
Blake from BookStrand.com or its official distributors, thank 
you. Also, thank you for not sharing your copy of this book. 


Regarding E-book Piracy 


This book is copyrighted intellectual property. No other 
individual or group has resale rights, auction rights, 
membership rights, sharing rights, or any kind of rights to 
sell or to give away a copy of this book. 


The author and the publisher work very hard to bring our 
paying readers high-quality reading entertainment. 


This is Abby Blake’s livelihood. It’s fair and simple. Please 
respect Ms. Blake’s right to earn a living from her work. 


Amanda Hilton, Publisher 
www.SirenPublishing.com 
www.BookStrand.com 


ANGELS TOUCH 
PUP Squad Alpha 7 


ABBY BLAKE 
Copyright © 2012 


Prologue 


“I’m sorry to hear about your sister, Dave.” 

Dave Jenkins nodded in acknowledgement and bit back 
the urge to tell yet another sympathetic coworker the truth. 
It had taken some seriously fucked-up maneuvering, but 
between himself, Ronan Deeks, and the members of PUP 
Squad Alpha they’d managed to provide enough information 
to make Kali’s supposed death look genuine. 

It had helped of course that the Paranormal Undercover 
Protection squads did this sort of thing for a living. 

Dave finished the paperwork he’d been doing on an 
apparent murder-suicide of the average, yet still tragic, 
human variety and glanced at the clock. He couldn’t 
remember the last time he’d finished a shift on time. Each 
day seemed to bring one more reason to stay late, another 
murder, another innocent victim, another violent offender. It 
seemed never ending, and on nights like tonight where 
there was no one to save and no killer to bring to justice, 
the job felt hollow. 

He’d worked homicide longer than most. Maybe, as his 
wife had been subtly suggesting for months, it was time he 
moved on. He reached for the phone to ring Kate and let her 
know he’d be home soon, when one of his colleagues 
walked into his office and placed a box on Dave's desk. 

“Looks personal,” he said with a shrug as he left the 
room. 

It was indeed addressed to Dave, but it was the sender’s 
name that caught his attention. April Childes. She was the 
mother of the pixie assassin’s first victim, Bethany Childes, 
and had been devastated by her daughter’s horrific murder. 
It was clear that she wanted answers, but knowing the truth 
about what had happened would only confuse the poor 
woman more. Knowing that her daughter had likely been 
gifted with the knowledge of an Oracle at her birth and then 
murdered because of it twenty-seven years later would not 
help the woman sleep better at night. Dave shook his head 


sadly as he opened the box and found a handwritten note 
from April Childes. 

It read simply, “I thought these might help,” and was 
signed in a shaky hand. 

Determined to do right by a woman who was grieving, 
Dave lifted the leather-bound appointment diary from the 
top. A quick glance confirmed it was one of many. He riffled 
through the pages quickly, feeling the need to at least be 
able to look the lady in the eye and say that he hadn’t been 
able to find any answers to her daughter’s death in the 
diaries. 

A strange little scribble caught his eye as he flicked 
through the pages, but it wasn’t until he saw it for the third 
time that he took a closer look. He grabbed the other books, 
opening them to pages that had the same scribble. There 
was also a carefully written website address listed under the 
twelfth of January—Bethany’s birthday—in each diary. 

Curious, but not very hopeful that it was more than just a 
dead end, Dave typed the website into his computer. 
Immediately a small box opened asking for a password. 
Working on the assumption that the recurring scribble and 
yearly entry of the website were linked, Dave looked closely 
at the squiggle, trying to discern letters, numbers, or 
symbols that might indicate a password of sorts. 

On his fifth attempt the password was accepted. Feeling 
buoyed by the small victory, he was almost floored by the 
amount of information that came up. Ironically, other than 
the odd, seemingly out-of-place, repetition of the word 
Oracle, the rest of it seemed to be in a language he’d never 
seen before. He scrolled to the bottom of the page, his eyes 
widening when he saw that it was page one of four 
thousand seven hundred and two. No wonder Bethany had 
been known as a workaholic. Between this diary and her 
busy schedule as a hardworking public defender she would 
have had little time for anything else. 

He grabbed the phone, dialed a number he knew better 
than his own, and left two words on the answering machine. 


“Call me.” 


Chapter One 


“Thanks, Jed,” Jennifer said with a bright smile as she 
stepped from the bounce tunnel and onto the dirt road. Her 
mates, Thomas and Adam, were close behind her. 

“Anytime, sweet thing,” Jed said, managing to piss off 
both werewolves by laughing at their growls of annoyance. 
Between Hannah’s oversensitive bears and Jennifer's growly 
wolves it was likely he’d be torn to pieces by sharp teeth in 
the very near future. Maybe he should tone down the 
teasing just a bit. 

“Will you stay for the ceremony?” Jennifer asked, either 
missing or ignoring the tension coming off the two men 
holding her. 

“Sure,” he said, completely disregarding his own advice 
of a moment ago. He tried to convince himself he was 
staying because Jennifer wanted him there, but a small part 
of him acknowledged the inherent mischief in doing the 
exact opposite of what her mates wanted. 

He was still laughing to himself when his mission partner 
landed not far from where they were standing. The ex-Navy 
SEAL marched over to stand in front of him. “Sit-rep,” he 
demanded. 

Jed rolled his eyes, making certain the man saw his 
exaggerated movement. “Relax, Devlin,” he said, smirking 
when the guy showed no sign of following his order. “This is 
a celebration. Chill for a while.” 

“We need to find Li—” the guy began, but Jed cut him off. 

“Lilly has been evading us for weeks. A few hours off to 
celebrate a friend’s acceptance into her husbands’ wolf 
pack shouldn’t be too hard to find.” 

Devlin glanced around the area as if he wasn’t quite 
convinced. “lIl just do a quick security sweep of the area,” 
he said as he lifted back into the air. Jed wanted to roll his 
eyes again at the man’s dedication to his job, but grudgingly 
admired the man’s ability to fly. His wingspan was rather 
impressive, but it was the fact that to humans, and even to 


some paranormals, the guy appeared to be just a majestic 
eagle flying overhead that was truly intimidating. 


x OK OOK OK 


Devlin soared lazily, circling the area several times but 
finding little of interest. The werewolves’ community was 
quite impressive and blended well into the natural 
landscape, but none of it offered the distraction he was 
looking for. 

The fact that Lilly Wicks was still MIA annoyed the hell 
out of him. As a Navy SEAL he'd never failed to complete a 
mission. His service record had been exemplary, but when 
the replacements to his original teammates started retiring, 
he’d known it was time to move on. It didn’t matter how 
perfect his record had been. Sooner or later someone was 
going to notice he wasn’t aging. 

He’d considered joining the PUP squads but had, rather 
ironically as it turned out, chosen to go into the private 
sector because he’d grown tired of being given orders by 
people who'd never fought on the front lines. Considering 
how much he missed the structure of military life, it seemed 
like a poor decision in hindsight. 

Reluctantly he circled the area once more and then 
lowered himself to the ground at the far edge of the yard 
where the celebrations were being held. He got there just in 
time to see Jennifer fall asleep in her mates’ arms. They 
held her close as they spoke to friends and family, but just 
like she’d been warned, it seemed Jennifer was going to 
miss her own party. 

“Find anything interesting?” Benjamin asked as he 
handed Devlin a cup of something that smelled like fruit 
punch. 

“Nothing to report,” he said, biting back the “Sir” at the 
last moment. Benjamin smiled as if he heard the word 
anyway. 


“It’s a hard habit to break,” he said, “but you’ll get used 
to civilian life eventually.” 

“How long did it take you?” Devlin asked curiously. It was 
obvious that Benjamin had been a soldier at one time in his 
life, but he’d been the commanding officer of PUP Squad 
Alpha for over five decades now. Despite their military-type 
training and mission protocols, the PUP squads worked 
mostly undercover and therefore used a less formal 
structure than the human military. 

“Only about a decade or so,” he said with a wide grin. 
“Relax, Devlin. Try to enjoy the par—” 

Benjamin’s words cut off as he reached for his weapon. 
Devlin did the same, turning and dropping low to the 
ground, minimizing his exposure and maximizing his aim. 

The swirling vortex was like nothing he’d ever seen 
before. It didn’t belong to a witch, warlock, or dragon, but 
no other form of transport that he knew about looked like 
this thing. 

The pretty blonde that appeared a moment later had him 
wondering if he’d lost his mind. 

“Lillian?” he asked as the woman glanced around the 
tense group of people. Devlin was vaguely aware of the 
tearing of fabric as people urgently changed into 
werewolves and surrounded the intruder. She looked at 
Devlin blankly, apparently more concerned with her own 
mission than the wolves that seemed ready to attack or the 
man she should probably have recognized. It had been more 
than four years, but surely the woman would notice a man 
she'd been involved with for several months. 

The woman spun in a circle, seeming to search the crowd 
of wolves still in human form before muttering a curse and 
disappearing in the blink of an eye. 

One of the larger wolves morphed back into human form 
and gave Devlin and Benjamin a hard stare. 

“Would somebody like to explain to me what sort of 
creature can step into the middle of a pack of wolves and 
not even notice?” 


“I’m sorry, Xavier,” Benjamin said, addressing the pack 
aloha with the deference the werewolf deserved, “but I’m 
not even sure what type of travel she used to get here. I’ve 
never seen a jump vortex or bounce tunnel like it.” 

“Me neither,” Devlin said, still trying to process what 
he’d just seen. “But she looked a lot like a human woman | 
once knew.” 

“You said Lillian,” one of the other wolves, now in human 
form, said with a curious smile. “Old flame of yours, Dev?” 
Daegan and Isaac both stepped closer to shake his hand. 
Despite the tension, Devlin smiled at the two men he’d 
known in college. Being the only three paranormals on 
Campus and surrounded by hundreds of clueless humans 
had been way harder to cope with than Devlin had 
anticipated. Just knowing Daegan and Isaac shared his 
paranormal secret had made the longest years of his life 
almost bearable. 

Of course the twin werewolves had studied computers 
and then come back to the pack and literally made millions 
of dollars, while Devlin had gone on to join the Navy SEAL 
teams and risked his life for low pay instead. He was about 
to explain why he’d said what he said when the vortex 
appeared once more. 

If the woman who appeared wasn’t Lillian, then she was 
a damn good copy. 

“Damn,” the woman said as tears filled her eyes. She 
scanned the crowd once more, apparently unfazed by the 
dozens of naked people dropping onto all fours and turning 
back into wolf form. 

“Lillian,” Devlin called loudly, hoping to catch the 
woman’s attention before she could disappear again. She 
turned sharply, her eyes widening when she saw him. That, 
unfortunately, was also the moment she noticed the wolves 
that circled her. 

“Devlin?” she asked without taking her eyes off the wolf 
in front of her. “Where am |?” 


It seemed a rather strange question, considering the 
woman seemed to be in control of whatever type of 
transport she was using. 

“You're in the middle of a werewolf party,” he said. 
Daegan quirked an eyebrow at him, but the wolf in front of 
Lillian turned back into a man and stood in front of her. She 
seemed more embarrassed that Xavier was completely 
naked than surprised by his shift between forms. 

“You're in the middle of my pack, lady. It would be a good 
idea to explain yourself.” 

“Explain what?” she asked with a wry grin. “How | 
appeared out of thin air? How | ended up apparently at the 
wrong address? Or how five weeks ago | was just an 
ordinary waitress happy to live out my life in a small town.” 
She sighed tiredly, obviously at the end of her emotional 
fortitude. “I was looking for an old friend of mine. He might 
be able to help explain how | ended up here.” 

“What’s your friend’s name, Lillian?” Andrea—Xavier, 
Isaac, and Daegan’s mate—asked in a kind voice as she 
pushed her way through the three men. “Maybe we can help 
find him.” 

“Jed Mathewson. He was a regular customer at the diner 
where | worked. | was hoping he’d be able to help me 
understand what was going on. He used to talk about magic 
like it was real, so...” She let her words trail off as Devlin 
stepped closer and pulled her into his arms. It didn’t matter 
that everyone else was on high alert. He knew this woman, 
and she wasn’t dangerous. Hell, she didn’t have a mean 
bone in her body. 


* OK OOK OK 


Lilly held on to the man who looked like her ex and tried 
not to cry. The past few weeks had been a blur of strange 
behavior, weird perceptions, and even weirder happenings. 
It didn’t help her state of mind that she seemed to be 
seeing people turn into wolves and wolves turn into people. 


Nothing that had happened to her made a lick of sense, and 
quite frankly she was very tired of it. 

If there was the slightest chance that the man holding 
her was the man she’d known years ago, then she was 
holding on until someone explained what the hell was going 
on. 

“Why didn’t you come looking for me?” Devlin asked in a 
perfectly reasonable voice. Unfortunately all it did was piss 
her off. Considering that the man had refused a long-term 
relationship on his assumption that she wasn’t strong 
enough to endure his absences overseas, it was kind of 
insulting for him to think she should have run to him with 
her problem. 

“Because swirling vortex transport thingy-stuff is not 
something | expected an arrogant, know-it-all, pain-in-the- 
ass Navy SEAL to know about.” 

“Well you’ve got him pegged correctly,” a man said with 
a laugh as he stepped into the circle of people surrounding 
her. He was rather handsome, around thirtyish, and bulging 
in muscle. Devlin stiffened when the man stepped closer, 
but he didn’t let go of her. “I understand you’ve been 
looking for me, Lillian.” 

“Who are you?” she asked, feeling even more confused 
than she had a moment ago. Maybe she was finally having 
that breakdown she'd been planning for days now. 
Admittedly she’d thought it would be more along the lines of 
physical exhaustion, but she supposed hallucination was 
probably an early symptom. Any moment now she was 
going to fall flat on her face and wake up in a psych ward 
somewhere. 

“Sorry, Lillian,” the man said with a slow shake of his 
head. “I forgot that last time you saw me | looked about 
eighty years old.” He tilted his head and gave her a lopsided 
grin. “It’s me, Jed Mathewson.” 

She nodded her head and could feel a strange, maniacal 
type of grin curve her lips before hysterical laughter burst 
from her throat. Seriously? That had to be some sort of 


record for delusional episodes. Who in the hell imagined the 
old man she'd flirted harmlessly with for most of her adult 
life would turn the clock back fifty years and be exactly what 
she wanted him to be? And the ex-lover who hadn’t 
changed a bit since she’d seen him would suddenly appear 
and hold her in his arms. 

Fuck. She really was crazy. 


Chapter Two 


Jed moved quickly to catch her as she lost 
consciousness. It was obvious Devlin had no intention of 
letting her go, but the reflex to protect the young woman 
was undeniable. 

“Bring her inside,” Andrea said as she took control of the 
situation. Faster than Jed would have thought possible, the 
aloha female of the pack had everyone moving to clear up 
the mess of discarded clothing, dropped food, and spilled 
beer. Almost before they made it into the house, the party 
was back in full swing. Even most of the naked people had 
somehow managed to drag on some clothes. 

Instead of laying Lillian on the sofa that Andrea 
indicated, Devlin lowered himself to a sitting position and 
held the woman cradled in his arms. Andrea gave him a 
knowing smile but didn’t comment. 

“Who is she?” Xavier asked as he stepped into the room. 
Thankfully, he was once again fully clothed. The last thing 
they needed was Lillian waking up only to collapse again. 

“Lillian Connelly,” Jed supplied. “She was a waitress at a 
diner | used to frequent. She left town unexpectedly about 
five weeks ago. She rang her aunt to let her know she was 
okay, but | don’t think she ever adequately explained her 
reason for leaving so suddenly.” 

He glanced at the woman unconscious in Devlin’s arms. 
Jed had always cared deeply for Lillian. She was a polite and 
efficient young woman who offered everyone a bright smile 
and a warm welcome. Unlike many kids who grew up in 
Small towns, Lillian had seemed quite content to stay close 
to her family. 

He watched as she wriggled slightly. Despite being 
unconscious she snuggled trustingly into Devlin’s embrace. 
It was obvious that they knew each other, but it didn’t 
explain the green haze of jealousy clouding Jed’s thought 
processes. Yes, she was beautiful, loving, and sweet, but she 
wasn’t the reason he’d gone through the warlock 


regeneration process. He’d reverted to his thirty-year-old- 
looking self so that he could protect the Oracle’s 
receptacles, not so that he could find Lillian Connelly and 
claim the woman for his own. 

“Is she a witch?” 

“Not that | know,” Jed said as memories of the woman 
ran through his head. “As far as | can tell she’s human, but 
that sure doesn’t explain how she ended up in the middle of 
your party.” 

“Lillian,” Devlin crooned softly as the woman began to 
stir. “Baby, wake up. You’re safe here.” 

“Where’s here?” she mumbled adorably. She didn’t open 
her eyes, just snuggled closer. 

“We're in a friend’s home. If you wake up, l'Il introduce 
you.” 

Lillian opened her eyes, glancing at the people in the 
room before coloring in embarrassment and pushing herself 
into a sitting position. “Sorry,” she said with a small smile. “l 
didn’t mean to be rude.” 

“Not a problem,” Andrea said as she handed Lillian a 
glass of ice water. “But we would love to know how you got 
here.” 

Lillian winced. “I was hoping you could tell me. That’s 
why | was looking for Jed. He used to talk about magic all 
the time. | often thought maybe he knew something more 
than what he was saying.” She shrugged tiredly. “It was a 
long shot, but | didn’t really know who else to ask.” 

“So you got here just by thinking about me?” 

Lillian gave him a half smile. “The Jed Mathewson | was 
thinking about is over eighty years old, but that does seem 
to be the way it works. | think about the person | want to 
talk to and that swirling thing takes me to them. Most 
people don’t seem to notice it though. They don’t seem to 
see me for a few minutes either. It’s almost like I’m invisible 
for a little while.” She sat up and her gaze bounced around 
the room once more. “But you saw me.” She seemed 
excited, confused, and everything in between. “How did you 


see me? | mean, are you like me?” She shook her head. “No, 
I've never morphed into a wolf so you’re not like me, 
unless...1 can change into a wolf, too. Can | change into a 
wolf?” She looked on the verge of passing out once more. 

“Breathe, Lillian,” Jed said as he squatted down in front 
of where she was sitting. “We'll figure it out. Just breathe, 
sweet thing.” 


* OK OOK OK 


Lillian stared at the man in front of her and tried to take 
his advice. She probably seemed like the most ditzy person 
on the planet, but after five weeks of searching for answers 
it seemed incredible to finally have at least some of them in 
her reach. 

“Are you related to Jed?” she asked. 

“Sweet Lilly, | know this isn’t going to be easy to 
understand, but | am Jed Mathewson. | am the old guy you 
knew from the diner.” 

“You said that before,” she said, shaking her head, “but | 
thought | was maybe hearing what | wanted to h—I mean | 
thought | heard you wrong.” She stared at him, taking in 
every detail of his face, his mannerisms, the mischievous 
glint in his eye, and wanted to cry in relief. After everything 
that had happened recently, who was she to argue with a 
man who suddenly looked fifty years younger than she 
remembered? Of course that also didn’t mean she was 
going to believe blindly. He might look and act like the man 
she'd known, but if he really was Jed Mathewson, he’d be 
able to answer a question or two. 

“How do you take your coffee?” 

“Just coffee,” he said with the same grumpy inflection 
he’d always used. “With a slice of Ida’s famous pie.” He 
winked at her, and she truly could see the old man she'd 
waited on at the diner for years. 

“How?” she asked reflexively, but shook her head quickly 
to cut him off. “Scratch that. Explain to me how | ended up 


part of some magical freak show.” She glanced at the 
woman whose house she seemed to be in and immediately 
apologized. She was probably a wolf also. 

“No need,” the woman said as she waved away Lilly’s 
earnest apology. “You're coping with your introduction into 
paranormal life a lot more calmly than | did.” Three of the 
men in the room laughed. Two of them, who seemed to be 
identical twins, dragged her into an embrace between them 
and smiled indulgently. 

“Trust me when I say that is a serious understatement.” 
A man stepped forward and held out his hand. She took it 
self-consciously, dipping her head in deference even though 
she wasn’t really sure why. He seemed to be the leader— 
he’d said as much outside—but there was also an aura 
about him that commanded respect. “I’m Xavier Cloveck. 
Apologies for the unfriendly welcome, but we’re not used to 
paranormals dropping into the middle of a claiming 
ceremony.” 

“Paranormal?” she asked, looking around. She wasn’t 
even sure she knew what the word meant but she did know 
it applied to everyone in this room. Well, except for her, 
maybe. “I’m...human. At least | thought | was until | blinked 
a few weeks ago and found myself halfway across the 
world.” 


* OK OOK * 


Devlin was starting to get a really bad feeling about all 
this. 

“Lil,” he asked softly, trying not to startle the woman 
sitting next to him, “any chance the name on your birth 
certificate is Lilly Wicks?” 

Her eyes grew as wide as saucers for a moment before 
her suspicion kicked in. But far from launching accusations 
of stalking, she took a deep breath and nodded her head. 
“Why do you ask?” 


Devlin smiled at the woman’s ability to remain polite 
even under all this stress. 

“Because, sweet thing,” Jed said, cutting off Devlin’s 
reply, “we’ve been looking for you as long as you’ve been 
looking for me.” 

Devlin ground his teeth at the reminder that she’d gone 
looking for Jed and not for him. Of course the woman had no 
idea he wasn’t human. The man she'd dated was 
Supposedly a well-trained, experienced, human Navy SEAL. 
He’d never told her about his paranormal leanings despite 
how tempted he’d been to spill all. If he were truly honest, 
he’d admit that at least part of the reason he’d left her was 
the fact that she was human. Maybe he’d been a coward, 
but he worried he wouldn’t be strong enough to watch the 
woman he loved age and die hundreds of years before he 
would. Walking away had seemed, at the time, to be the 
easier choice. 

Being so close to her now was making things a whole lot 
less clear. 

“So,” Lilly said, glancing around the room, “can anyone 
explain what’s been happening to me?” 

At the risk of offending their hosts Devlin mumbled the 
standard line, “As soon as we have clearance, we'll explain 
everything.” 

“Clearance?” she asked, sounding shocked. “Clearance? 
As in I’m some sort of military experiment?” She levered off 
the sofa and started pacing back and forth. “I knew dating a 
Navy SEAL was a bad move. You guys have more secrets 
than numbers in a phone book. When? Where? How? Am | 
strapped to a medical bed somewhere right now? Is that 
what this is? Some sort of mind control brainwashing exp—” 

But before Devlin could correct her wild assumptions—he 
never would have pegged her as a conspiracy theorist— 
Benjamin stepped into the fray. 

“No, Ms. Wicks, you are not part of a military experiment. 
What happened to you is of paranormal origins. | promise 


you we'll explain it all as best we can. Xavier, do you have a 
secure room?” 

“Of course,” the leader of the wolf pack said with a calm 
smile. Jed wrapped an arm around Lilly’s shoulders and 
turned to follow Xavier. Again jealousy burned through every 
cell in Devlin’s body, but he ground his teeth together and 
managed to keep the emotion under control—for now. When 
this was over, they were going to talk, whether she wanted 
to or not. 

Xavier led them through a series of hallways, finally 
coming to a stop in front of an ordinary-looking door. He 
unlocked it using a rather long password on a keypad and 
then stood back as it swung open. 

“I think you probably need to hear this, too, Xavier,” 
Benjamin said as the others each took a seat around the 
large table. Xavier nodded, closed the door, and sat down 
beside Samuel. It was a measure of the man’s confidence 
that he sat with the rest of them and ignored the larger seat 
at the head of the table. 

Devlin did a quick headcount around the room— 
Benjamin, Samuel, Skye, and Jed from PUP Squad Alpha, 
himself and Xavier, and of course, Lilly. Seven people in all. 
Devlin didn’t miss the reassuring smile that Skye gave the 
other woman as they sat down. Devlin had only met the 
young vampire a few times, but it would seem that reports 
of her calm demeanor and good people skills weren’t 
exaggerations. Now, if only he could follow her example. 

This assignment had been far easier when he thought 
they were searching for “Lilly Wicks, the stranger who was 
now an Oracle’s receptacle” and not “Lillian Connelly, the 
ex-lover he missed with every breath.” 

“When did you change your name?” The question was 
out before he really gave it any thought. Considering why 
they were here, it was probably also the least important 
detail. Lilly looked annoyed but answered the question 
anyway. 


“My mother dumped me with Aunt Ida when I was seven 
so that she could run off and marry some drug dealer in 
Vegas. She never came back. Everyone referred to me as a 
Connelly because that’s Aunt Ida’s last name. It just stuck. 
When | turned twelve, | decided to go by Lillian because it 
sounded more grown up.” She gave him a look that should 
have melted him into goo. Considering the strange abilities 
the Oracle’s receptacles were developing, he didn’t even 
want to consider the possibility that one day she might be 
able to do just that. “Does that answer your question? Are 
you happy to learn that | was a confused and angry kid? 
Does it make it easier to leave me behind?” 

“Lil,” Devlin started, but Benjamin cut him off. 

“Ms. Wicks, we’ve identified several other women who 
share your sudden change in abilities. For want of a better 
title, we’re calling them the Oracle’s receptacles. All of you 
are being targeted by assassins.” 

Devlin literally wanted to punch the guy for being so 
blunt, but he knew Lilly needed to know up front the danger 
she was in. 

“We're still trying to unravel the reasons why, but we 
believe that the Oracle who was murdered on the day you 
were born passed her information to six or seven babies 
born in the same area around the same minutes that she 
died.” Samuel gave Lilly a reassuring smile. For a guy with 
the nickname “The Iceman” he certainly wasn’t living up to 
it. Despite the fact that Samuel was not only sitting next to 
his wife but also deeply devoted to the woman, Devlin still 
felt his blood boil when Lilly smiled back. 

Fuck, he needed to get a grip on his own rampaging 
emotions before he did something truly stupid. 

“Don’t Oracles tell the future?” Lilly asked, ironically 
seeming a lot calmer now. 

“Not exactly,” Skye said. “The Oracles collect the history 
of one or two species. They know everything that has ever 
happened involving every person within those species, so 


they can occasionally predict an outcome accurately, but 
it’s not a gift of foresight.” 

“That sounds like one very painful migraine, but how 
does it relate to me somehow traveling all over the planet in 
the blink of an eye?” 

“About five weeks ago, a human woman named Bethany 
Childes was murdered by a pixie assassin,” Samuel said. 
“We recently found a type of diary that she wrote and 
believe that she was the human child who received all of the 
Oracle’s information for witches and warlocks. When she 
died, that information was somehow sent to the next five or 
six females born on the same day Bethany was. We suspect 
that it was set up that way by the original Oracle as some 
sort of fail-safe.” 

“Still doesn’t explain the blink-and-I’m-gone travel.” Lilly 
was obviously impatient to get answers of her own, but it 
was important for her to understand how this whole mess 
started. 

“No it doesn’t,” Samuel said with a soft laugh. “We’re not 
sure how exactly the Oracle’s receptacles are doing it, but 
we believe they’re interpreting the information they’ve been 
given and are somehow putting it into practice. They also 
seem to be collecting information from every species, not 
just witches and warlocks.” 

“So they can all travel like me?” 

“Not quite,” Jed said, reaching for Lilly’s hand and 
holding it tight. “At the moment you seem to be unique in 
your ability to travel, but | suspect that once you meet the 
others, that will change.” 

“How so?” Xavier asked, looking rather concerned by the 
conversation. 

“It seems that they can somehow share their abilities 
with each other, and maybe even with a small percentage of 
other humans.” 

“That could be problematic,” Lilly said with a wince. “l 
have no idea how to control it. | haven’t managed to stay a 
full day in one place since it started happening.” 


* OK OOK x 


“Seriously?” Jed asked before he could stop the inane 
question. Lilly had no reason to lie or exaggerate. It even 
explained why she had only called her aunt once in the 
couple of weeks before Hannah took her place at the diner. 
“Hannah!” He’d blurted again before he could call back the 
emotional-sounding word. “Sorry, it just occurred to me that 
Hannah was the waitress who filled Lilly’s job after she left. 
Maybe Hannah stopped there for more reasons than even 
we realized.” 

“Agreed,” Benjamin said with a decisive nod. “It does 
seem to be a rather strong instinct to seek each other out, 
but Lilly’s right. If she can’t control her talent, chances are 
the others won’t be able to either. It'd make it rather hard to 
protect them if we can’t keep them still.” He scratched the 
side of his face and frowned. “None of them have been able 
to master their telekinesis or that shield bubble thing that 
Ava taught to her husband, Nathan.” 

“And if Kali digs one more hole in my backyard, we're 
going to have a swimming pool,” Skye said with a grin, 
obviously sensing Lilly’s tension. “Lilly, we'll figure it out, but 
it probably is wise to put off meeting the others for a little 
while. Maybe see if you can get some control over it first.” 

Lilly nodded, and squeezed Jed’s hand just a little bit 
tighter. 

“Is there anybody who can teach me?” 

“None of us have ever seen the type of travel that you’re 
using, but it does seem to be similar to a warlock’s bounce 
tunnel. As long as we're touching, | should go with you 
through any tunnel you create,” Jed assured her. 

“And if you don’t?” Lilly asked, her fear and exhaustion 
leaking through her usual calm demeanor. 

He dragged his cell phone out of his pocket. “This phone 
has tracking and GPS. Always keep it on you. That way if 
you disappear without me lIl only be a minute or so 


behind.” She nodded, taking the phone quickly as if she 
feared she’d disappear any moment now. Considering what 
she’d been through the past few weeks, it was also quite 
likely. 

“Thank you,” she said, glancing around the room at all of 
the people. Her gaze settled on Xavier. “I’m sorry | crashed 
your party.” 

“Not a problem,” Xavier said with a friendly smile. “I’m 
glad we’ve been able to help.” 

“And if | know my sister,” Skye said with a warm smile, 
“she'll be really annoyed that she slept through it all.” 

“Okay,” Benjamin said, slipping suddenly into 
commanding officer mode, “let me make a few phone calls, 
and we'll get you set up in a safe house. In the meantime, | 
want you—” He cut off his words, half laughed, and rolled 
his eyes. “I can’t believe I’m about to give this order, but 
Jed, Devlin, | want one of you to always be holding Lilly’s 
hand. l'Il organize for some backup, but for now I’m 
assigning you both to protect Lilly.” 

Devlin didn’t look particularly happy that they were 
assigned to protect the woman together, but it was probably 
the wisest choice. Lilly knew both of them. She’d known Jed 
for several years and was comfortable with him even in his 
new unwrinkled skin, and despite whatever had gone on 
between her and Devlin, they still seemed to have a 
genuine affection for one another. 

“Okay. Jed, you and Lilly head back to the party,” 
Benjamin said in a voice that made it feel like a request 
even though it wasn’t. “Devlin, call Ronan, ask him if he’s 
got a secure safe house available.” 


* OOK OOK OK 


Devlin nodded, reached for his cell phone, and began to 
dial as he watched Jed and Lilly walk hand in hand from the 
room. Jealousy flared again, but he swallowed it down and 
determinedly focused on doing what Benjamin had asked. 


Xavier closed the door when it was just him, Benjamin, and 
Devlin still in the room. 

“Where does the Ruling Body stand?” he asked. 

Benjamin glanced at Devlin and gave him an apologetic 
look before answering Xavier's question. “That 
unfortunately isn’t as clear as we might hope. We’ve been 
ordered to protect the Oracle’s receptacles, but no one is 
trying to call off the assassins.” He shook his head slightly. “l 
suspect that the Judiciaries are divided in their opinions and 
we’re the political football in the middle. They’re essentially 
letting the chips fall where they may.” 

Xavier nodded and waited for him to continue. 

“We recently learned that the first pixie assassin was 
working under the influence of fireweed and being 
controlled by a woman named Victoria when she killed the 
Original Oracle twenty-seven years ago. It seems to have 
been a PLA-ordered and Ruling Body-sanctioned hit, but the 
assassination was anything but standard.” 

“We don’t want to go into details,” Devlin said, as he 
tried to forget the gruesome facts of one of the most 
disturbing murders he’d ever read about. Assassinations 
were usually quick, efficient, and essentially painless. The 
target literally never knew what hit them. But the murder of 
the Oracle twenty-seven years ago had been long, 
sadistically drawn out, and for the fire demon female who’d 
died, extremely painful. “We believe that a woman we know 
only as Victoria is a witch and an Oracle herself, and she’s 
the one who set up the whole thing in an attempt to steal 
the murdered Oracle’s information.” 

Xavier nodded his understanding. They hadn’t been able 
to come up with a solid theory on why the Oracle known 
only as Victoria would want the history of her own people, 
but it had been the reason Connistanterina had given them. 
The video recording of her “explanation” for the murder had 
been chilling. Watching the miniature pixie suffer severe 
symptoms of fireweed withdrawal hadn’t made it any easier. 
Essentially they only had the Pixie League of Assassins’s 


word for it, but until about thirty years ago Connistanterina 
had been the model employee, taking her assignments very 
seriously and never straying from the company policy of 
fast, professional hits. Her psych profile hadn’t suggested 
she was even capable of doing what she’d done. And the 
fact that she was having an emotional breakdown now as 
she came off the fireweed and finally understood everything 
that had happened certainly suggested that she was as 
shocked as everyone else was. 

“We're still working our way through the diary Bethany 
Childes left behind. It’s written in an ancient warlock dialect, 
so it’s taking time, but it does seem to confirm the theory 
that the Oracle’s receptacles are the fail-safe. When 
Bethany was murdered it somehow triggered the skills and 
knowledge that the others seem to have. But far from being 
a passive knowledge of history, the Oracle’s receptacles 
seem to have skills beyond our understanding for the 
human species. Until Bethany’s diary confirmed it, we didn’t 
even think it was possible for the human brain to contain so 
much information.” 

“If | have learned one thing from my wife,” Xavier said 
with a smile, “it’s that humans have a way of surprising us. 
Maybe believing they were somehow inferior will be the 
paranormal community’s biggest mistake.” 


Chapter Three 


Jed lay on the bed and tried not to press his hard cock 
against Lilly’s gorgeous ass. 

For three days now, he and Devlin had lived in a safe 
house protecting Lilly. He’d had some tough assignments 
before, but without a doubt having to touch this beautiful 
human all the time was the toughest. It didn’t help that he’d 
finally noticed Lillian was all grown up. It didn’t matter that 
he was nearly three hundred years old and she only twenty- 
seven. In relative terms they were roughly the same age. 

He sighed and snuggled closer. 

His attraction to Lilly still didn’t change the fact that she 
had maybe seventy years left of her maximum human life 
expectancy and he had seven hundred. Getting involved 
was asking for heartache. 

“Jed,” she asked in a quiet voice, “why haven’t | traveled 
since finding you and Dev?” 

“I’m not sure,” he said, trying to keep the emotion out of 
his voice. “Maybe it’s because you found what you were 
looking for.” 

“Meaning you?” she asked with a soft laugh. 

“Exactly, sweet thing,” he said, trying to keep the 
conversation light. “You bounced all over the world looking 
for the greatest magician you've ever known.” 

“Except that | knew where you were the first time | 
bounced.” She was quiet for a while, but then said softly, “l 
went to Afghanistan that first time.” She sat up, careful to 
make certain she was still touching him. They’d set up a 
series of protection wards around the safe house they were 
staying in, but she’d already proved that she could bounce 
through at least some variations of wards by crashing 
Jennifer’s claiming party in the middle of a heavily fortified 
werewolf community. “I think | was looking for Devlin at first, 
but...” Her words trailed off, and she seemed to be having 
trouble verbalizing what was on her mind. 


“But you missed my grumpy-old-man charm?” he asked, 
forcing a jovial tone into his voice. 

“That’s just it,” Lilly said as a blush crept up her neck. 
“Even though you looked eighty years old, | never thought 
of you as an old man. I...um...always had a sort of crush on 
you. Do you think maybe it’s possible that | could sense you 
weren't really what you seemed?” 

He answered her before her meaning actually sank in. 
“Hannah and the others all have knowledge that they can’t 
explain, so it’s likely you do as well.” It wasn’t until Lilly 
blushed and looked away that he finally realized what she’d 
confessed. “You had a crush on me?” 

She gave him a half smile, and despite the glowing red 
face looked him in the eye and admitted, “I used to wish you 
were fifty years younger.” 

If he were honest, he’d confess to staying in that small 
town far longer than he’d intended simply because of the 
human waitress who'd intrigued him like no other. But right 
now, he was also hyperaware of Devlin sitting in the living 
room taking the first night-watch shift. It was obvious to 
anyone with eyes in their head that the man loved Lilly with 
every breath. Jed even understood why Devlin had walked 
away from her. It seemed a cruel twist of nature that the 
woman they would both fall for was from a species so short- 
lived. But understanding how short-lived their lives together 
would be didn’t help him drag the emotions back under 
control. 

“Lil,” he said, choosing his words very carefully, “you 
know Devlin loves you, right?” 

“| thought he did, but then he gave me some line about 
me not being able to handle life with a Navy SEAL and 
walked away.” Her eyes were glassy as a shiver ran through 
the length of her body. “It hurt so badly to think he didn’t 
have any faith in me. Even knowing the real reason now 
doesn’t erase the feeling of not measuring up.” 

“Lil,” Devlin said from the doorway, his voice thick with 
emotion, “I never meant to hurt you like that.” 


“You could hear us?” she asked in a shocked whisper. 
And then in a strained voice she added, “Hell, is nothing 
private?” She looked down and away, seeming ashamed of 
what she planned to say next. “I Suppose you heard me 
confessing that | would have had a hard time choosing 
between you if l’'d known Jed wasn’t as old as he looked?” 

Devlin smiled, his reaction the exact opposite of what Jed 
had been expecting. “Yes, | heard that, too, and you know 
what? I’m glad that you found Jed. He can be a horse’s ass 
at times, but he’s one of the good guys. He—” Devlin’s 
words cut off abruptly, and he seemed to be trying to drag 
his ragged emotions back under tight control. He took a 
deep breath. “He won’t hurt you the way | did.” 

He turned and left the room quickly. 

Lilly called his name softly, her heart obviously breaking 
again. 

Jed wasn’t the least bit surprised at what happened next. 


* OK OOK OK 


Lilly felt the familiar pull of the vortex, but this time 
instead of fear she felt only peace. Somehow she’d found 
the two men she’d been unconsciously seeking, and it had 
calmed something inside her. She even knew exactly where 
this vortex was taking her. 

Devlin looked beyond shocked when she and Jed 
appeared in the living room in front of him. 

“How?” he asked, shaking his head. 

“I think ‘why’ is probably the more important question,” 
Jed said, squeezing her encouragingly. 

“Why?” Devlin asked, looking even more confused now. 

Jed laughed softly. “I never would have pegged you for 
being so damn blind. The woman loves you. She even 
managed to control her travel tunnel—or vortex jump or 
bounce spiral or whatever you want to call the human 
equivalent of a bounce tunnel—to open in front of you.” 

“But she brought you with her.” 


“Of course,” Jed said dismissively. “| was wrapped around 
the woman at the time.” 

She tried to hide her wince, but ever the observant 
warrior, Devlin saw it. 

“No,” Devlin said, his gaze somehow seeing more than 
she wanted to show. “She brought you with her deliberately. 
If she wanted to, she could have left you behind.” 

“Is that true, sweet thing?” Jed asked. He still had an arm 
wrapped around her middle, so the question was far more 
intimate than was probably wise under the circumstances. 
Her heart raced a million miles an hour as she tried to find 
the courage to tell them both what was in her heart. 

It seemed so strange to want to be with two men at the 
same time, but there was no way she could ever choose 
between them. 

“It’s true,” she whispered, watching Devlin’s face closely. 
Yes, he’d hurt her when he’d walked away, but she had no 
wish to hurt him back. God help her if he thought she was 
just using Jed to try and even the score. Over the past few 
days she’d asked herself enough of those type of questions 
to realize she wasn’t an awful enough person to do 
something like that. 

But Devlin surprised her. He leaned in, pressed his lips 
against hers, and kissed her so passionately she would have 
fallen to her knees if Jed hadn’t been there to hold her up. 
Finally, Devlin broke the kiss and leaned his forehead 
against her own as they both gasped for air. 

“| love you, Lilly. | always have.” He pressed a soft kiss to 
her forehead and moved back so that she could see his 
face. “I’m sorry | hurt you. Please forgive me.” 

“Of course,” she said quickly. “Even when | hated you, | 
still loved you.” 

She felt Jed’s arm tighten momentarily before he slid his 
hand up her arm and lifted her hand into Devlin’s. “Why 
don’t you two go get reacquainted. I'll take first watch 
tonight.” 


* OK OOK OK 


Devlin could see the panic in Lilly’s eyes. It was obvious 
that Jed was stepping back and giving Devlin a chance to 
reclaim the woman who owned his heart. But it was also 
obvious that Lilly and Jed had a special bond. 

Their affection for each other had transcended the age 
gap even when Lilly had thought Jed an old man. True that it 
had been very unlikely to turn into a physical relationship 
under those circumstances, but Devlin was beginning to 
suspect that Jed had even considered undergoing the 
warlock regeneration process so that he could court the 
woman after the old man’s supposed death. 

A quick look at the man’s face confirmed the loss Jed was 
feeling right now. 

“No,” Devlin said, managing to surprise them both. “It’s 
my watch. Jed, why don’t you take our girl to bed. You two 
have a few things to sort out.” Lilly gave him a concerned 
look. He gave her a wry smile in return. “It’s okay, Lil. | love 
you. Nothing’s going to change that.” 

“Not even if I...um...we...| mean if Jed and me...” 

“Not even then,” Devlin said, touching her face with the 
tips of his fingers. She smiled, seeming to relax slightly. 
Devlin could see the confusion in Jed’s eyes and almost 
laughed out loud. It was true that neither his species nor 
Jed’s were known for their multiple-partner relationships— 
most were one-man-with-one-woman type of deals—but it 
didn’t mean they couldn’t find a way to get along. It was 
obviously what Lilly wanted. And to be completely honest, 
the thought of watching his beautiful Lilly fuck another man 
was one of his most secret fantasies. The fact that she loved 
Jed just made the whole thing more perfect. 

Lilly grabbed Devlin’s arm and held it over her shoulder 
as she turned. It put his palm over her left breast and he 
couldn’t resist the urge to caress the soft globe as she 
reached for Jed and lifted her face to his. Jed seemed to 
assess Devlin for a full three seconds before he dipped his 


head and tasted the woman they both wanted. Lilly 
moaned, the soft sound sending heat straight to Devlin’s 
groin. 

Damn, if he didn’t step back now, he was liable to forget 
they were supposed to be protecting her, and then do 
something truly stupid like pushing her to the ground and 
fucking her like a wild thing. He pressed a kiss to the back of 
her neck, flicked his fingers over the hard peak of her nipple 
one more time, and then let the woman go. 

“Go to bed, you two,” he said in a tone of voice that 
brooked no argument. “And Jed, try and get at least a little 
bit of sleep. I’m waking you in six hours regardless of what 
you've been up to.” 

Jed smiled, dipped his head in acknowledgement, and 
then grabbed Lilly’s hand to lead her back to the bedroom. 
She turned back to Devlin, mouthed the words “thank you,” 
and then went with Jed. 


* OK OOK OK 


Jed’s heart was thumping so hard he wondered if it were 
possible for it to break his rib cage. He’d longed for this 
woman and had mourned her disappearance five weeks 
ago. If Hannah hadn’t come into his life and needed his 
help, he would probably still be sitting in that out-of-the-way 
diner waiting for Lilly to come home. Of course, if he’d had 
any idea of what was happening to her, he would have 
tracked her to the ends of the Earth. How ironic that in the 
end it was exactly what he’d done without knowing it. 

He hadn’t even considered that Lilly Wicks, missing 
Oracle’s receptacle, might have been related to Lillian 
Connelly, missing waitress and woman who held his heart. 
Even with the dates they’d gone missing seeming to 
coincide, it would have been a huge leap to link the two. 

But now that he had a chance to show his sweet Lilly 
how deeply he felt, suddenly he was tongue-tied and 
awkward. His palms were even sweating like a teenager on 


his first date. Fuck. He’d never been this nervous about 
anything in his life. 

He went to say something, give Lilly some sort of 
reassurance that everything would work out, but every word 
he thought to say sounded glib and insincere. He'd 
fantasized about the woman but had never truly imagined 
finding himself here and now with Lilly in his arms. 

“Jed,” Lilly said, obviously picking up on his internal 
turmoil, “we can just get some rest if you'd like. | Know this 
has to be a weird situation for you. It’s okay if you want to 
walk away.” She lifted onto her toes, placed a warm hand 
against the side of his face, and pressed her lips to his own 
briefly. “I know what I’m asking for isn’t exactly normal.” 

A soft laugh escaped him, breaking the tension and 
bringing back the sense of peace he’d felt only minutes 
earlier. “Actually, sweet Lilly, in my current line of work it’s 
becoming quite common.” 

“You're pulling my leg,” Lilly said with a smile. It was so 
similar to the way that she’d smiled at him when he’d 
teased her at the diner that vivid memories swept through 
his mind, washing away the unease he’d felt upon entering 
this room. 

“No, I’m not, but can we leave the explanation for later? 
Right now | have a burning need to see you completely 
naked.” 

She smiled and stepped away. Panic streaked through 
him at the loss of contact. For days now either he or Devlin 
had been physically attached to the woman in some way or 
other. She’d even held their hands as she’d showered. She 
always had the GPS tracker with her, but it seemed that 
unexpectedly bouncing away from them had been the thing 
she'd feared most. 

But not so now. Now she stood two feet away and peeled 
the clothes from her delicious body. 

The travel vortex that she’d opened into the living room 
had seemed as controlled as his own bounce tunnels—an 
extraordinary achievement considering he’d grown into his 


Skills and had almost three hundred years of practice. To 
master such a talent so quickly was surely the sign of an 
amazing mind. 

But every thought melted away as Lilly dropped her shirt 
and bra and revealed her beautiful body. He’d been the 
perfect gentlemen when she'd showered, but now that he 
knew what he’d been missing he had no doubt she’d never 
shower alone again. He reached for her, running his hands 
over her soft flesh as he learned her shape, memorizing the 
hills and valleys of her gorgeous body. 

She stepped back into his arms, curled her fingers under 
his shirt, and lifted the material over his head. He claimed 
her mouth, kissing her savagely, his need to stamp his 
ownership on this woman suddenly overwhelming. She 
moaned and pulled him closer, possessing him as 
thoroughly as he did her. 

They dragged the rest of each other’s clothes off 
frantically, the need, the obsession to take their relationship 
to a new, higher level catching Jed by surprise. Never had 
he imagined that Lilly’s need would match his own. 

He caressed her all over, his hands sweeping rapidly 
over her warm skin, as he walked her back to the bed. She 
fell backward, taking him down with her. Jed landed on top 
of her, planting his palms on either side of her shoulders so 
that he wouldn’t crush her with his weight. She wriggled, 
moaning as his hard cock pressed between her thighs. 

He was about to push inside her, his need overwhelming, 
his heart and mind completely focused on loving his woman, 
but a small spark of sanity held him back. 

“Condom,” he groaned, lifting away from her, his heart 
pounding, hands shaking, breath faltering as he pulled away. 

“Shit,” Lilly said on a half laugh. “Please don’t take this 
the wrong way.” She glanced around the room, almost as if 
she were searching for witnesses to her next words. “I have 
some in my purse.” 

He laughed in relief. “Thank god,” he said on a panted 
exhale. 


“It’s not what you think,” she said quickly. “I’ve been 
carrying them since before Devlin and | broke up. | just 
never got around to throwing them out.” She grabbed the 
little plastic wrappers and held one up to the light, 
apparently checking the expiration date. “We're in luck. 
They still have several months.” 

A suspicion was worming its way into his brain, and 
before he could reconsider the impulse he asked the 
question that was on his mind. 

“Is this your first time since Devlin?” 


Chapter Four 


“Is this your first time since Devlin?” 

He’d been trying not to listen in, but he held his breath, 
waiting, needing to know the answer to that very telling 
question. Devlin suspected that Jed wouldn’t have asked it if 
he didn’t think he already knew the answer. He knew 
Devlin’s hearing was better than a human’s, and despite the 
fact that he enjoyed teasing the people around him, Devlin 
had never known Jed to be cruel. 

Lilly’s whispered “yes” had him reaching for his cell 
phone. 

“Brody,” he said as soon as the man answered his 
phone, “is everything under control outside?” 

“Of course,” Brody said with a soft laugh. Damn the man. 
Dragon hearing was even better than Devlin’s own. “Go on. 
Alex and I will send up the alarm if there’s anything you 
need to know. You three go and...ah, get some sleep.” 

“Thanks,” Devlin said gratefully. “We'll try to keep the 
noise down.” 

Brody laughed. “Appreciate the sentiment, but I’m 
guessing that’s one promise you aren’t going to be able to 
keep.” 

“Probably not,” Devlin said, closing the phone connection 
as memories of Lilly’s incredible responsiveness swirled 
through his mind. He turned and headed into the bedroom. 


* OOK OOK OK 


Lilly wriggled impatiently. 

Jed seemed to be waiting for something. He’d rolled the 
condom onto his cock and then simply lay down beside her 
on the bed. He kissed her softly, his hands caressing her 
breasts, his fingers tweaking the nipples as his tongue 
explored the inside of her mouth, but he didn’t seem 
inclined to fuck her just yet. After waiting so long for this to 
be possible, it was confusing as hell. 


He broke the kiss, winked at her, and threw a condom 
over his shoulder without even looking. 

“About time you got here,” Jed said as Devlin caught the 
little rectangular package in midair. He slid onto the bed 
behind Lilly. Still fully clothed, he wrapped his arms around 
her middle, pulling her upper body back against his chest, 
and then pressed a kiss to her temple. 

“Do you mind if | stay?” 

“No,” she said in a breathy voice as her arousal level 
climbed even higher. She grabbed his hand, holding it to 
her, making certain he didn’t misunderstand. Having Devlin 
here actually made everything more perfect. He breathed a 
sigh that sounded suspiciously like he’d expected her to 
throw him from the room, and then moved his hands higher, 
caressing her breasts. Jed kissed her passionately as his 
hands moved lower, caressing her stomach softly. She could 
feel her juices leaking onto her thighs, her breath catching 
as Jed’s fingers slid over her pussy lips and then pushed 
inside her. 

“Fuck,” he said on a groan. “Lilly, you’re so tight. | could 
have hurt you.” 

He looked over her shoulder, making deliberate eye 
contact with Devlin before removing his fingers and lifting 
his hands to her breasts. He painted her nipple with his 
Slippery fingers, kissing her again as Devlin’s hand caressed 
lower, moved over her pussy lips, and plunged inside. 

She moaned at the delicious feeling of having his fingers 
stretch her long-unused passage, the naughtiness of being 
touched by two men at once winding her need ever tighter. 

“Please,” she whispered, starting to shiver all over. 

“Soon,” Jed said as he slid lower on the bed, his tongue 
blazing a trail of need as he licked down to her belly, and 
then lower to her thighs. He teased her, his fingers parting 
her intimate folds, opening her to his torment. He suctioned 
his mouth over her clit, the incredible sensation dragging a 
shocked gasp from her throat. 


She felt her cream spill onto her thighs, the slippery fluid 
scorching her as it coated Devlin’s fingers. 

“Good girl,” he whispered, pushing his fingers deeper, 
fucking her harder. She squirmed in Jed and Devlin’s 
combined hold, her heart beating harder with excitement 
when she realized they held her down. Devlin pushed 
another finger into her tight channel, fucking her, stretching 
her a few more moments before he pulled away. 

She moaned her disappointment, but he pressed another 
kiss to her temple and then slid his hand to her knee, lifting 
her leg up, opening her pussy to Jed’s questing mouth. 

“Come for us,” Devlin ordered in that tone of voice her 
body remembered so well. Lightning forked through her, 
every inch of her scorched with the heat of her orgasm, her 
legs shaking uncontrollably, her eyes closing as wave after 
wave of nearly forgotten ecstasy crashed over her. 

Her body was still quivering, her orgasm still bouncing 
back through her, the incredible, mindless, thrilling roller- 
coaster ride finally slowing as they caressed her gently. She 
was almost back down to earth when Jed moved up the bed 
and pressed his cock against her pussy. 

She gasped, her muscles clenching rhythmically as he 
slid slowly into her tight channel. He kissed her, her flavor 
still on his lips as he possessed her mouth as thoroughly as 
he claimed the rest of her. Devlin held her open, trapping 
her between them, his own denim-covered cock hard as 
steel. Her anus clenched as memories of Devlin taking her 
there stole over her. He’d been the only one she’d trusted 
enough to try it, and simply put, he’d taught her to love it. 

The thought of taking both her lovers into her body at 
the same time seared through her. Jed moaned, dragging 
her underneath him more fully, slamming into her pussy 
harder, faster, pistoning into her body again and again and 
again. 

Heat curled through her, winding around every nerve 
ending, setting her ablaze with incredible arousal, spinning 
her orgasm closer and closer and closer. Fireworks exploded 


inside her mind, the brilliant lights and swirling colors filling 
her vision as Jed fucked her like a wild thing. 

“Holy cow,” Jed groaned as her body gripped him, 
holding him captive, dragging his orgasm from him. He 
jolted, his movements awkward, uncoordinated. He buried 
his head against the pillow, his full weight falling onto her 
for a short moment, the feeling of being surrounded by him 
setting off delicious little eddies of heat low in her belly. 

“That was beautiful, baby,” Devlin said. Jed eased his 
cock out of her body, kissing her softly as he moved to lie 
beside her. 


* OK OOK OK 


Devlin’s cock was harder than he could ever remember. 
When they’d been together, their sex life had been 
amazing. Lilly had responded to his domination, to his kinks, 
to his outrageous suggestions enthusiastically and 
wholeheartedly. Lilly had always been the one—the woman 
who completed him. 

“I’m sorry | left y—” She cut him off, pressing her hand 
against his mouth and shaking her head. 

“No regrets,” she whispered. “We're together now. That’s 
all that matters.” He nodded, willing to give her anything 
she asked. 

“I'll be back in a minute.” Jed pressed a kiss to her lips, 
and then rolled off the bed and onto his feet. 

Lilly watched Jed leave the room. “Do you think he’d be 
upset if you...um.” She bit her lip, the innocent nervous 
habit far more provocative than she realized. “If you did 
what you used to do.” The last part was whispered so 
quietly that there was no way Jed would have heard it all the 
way from the bathroom. 

Devlin grinned. If he’d learned one thing about his 
mission partner over the weeks they’d been working 
together, it was that Jed thought outside the box. “He won’t 


be upset,” he said in a normal tone. “In fact I’m pretty 
certain he’d like to watch.” 
“Really?” Lilly asked as Jed came back into the room. 
“Watch what?” 
“Watch me spank Lilly to orgasm.” 


* OK OOK OK 


Jed stopped, frozen. 

Lilly—his sweet Lilly—liked to be spanked? 

Fuck. Could the woman be more perfect? 

He stepped into the room, his lips curling into a smile 
that felt predatory. Lilly watched him, her eyes wide as he 
stalked closer. 

“Hands and knees, Lilly,” Devlin said with a grin of his 
own. 

She moved quickly to comply, lifting her ass in the air, 
presenting herself to Jed the way he’d always imagined. His 
cock grew hard so quickly he felt light-headed. 

“| told Brody we’d keep the noise down,” Devlin said as 
he rolled off the bed and started dragging his own clothes 
off. “Maybe you can keep her quiet while | spank her.” 

Naked, Jed moved onto the bed in front of Lilly. He 
cupped her jaw with his hand, his fingers caressing her lips 
for a moment as she gazed up at him. “Is that okay with 
you, sweetheart?” 

“Absolutely,” she said in a voice husky with arousal, and 
then leaned forward to press her lips to his cock. Jed 
groaned, threading his hands through Lilly’s hair as she 
dipped lower, taking his cock deeper into her mouth. 

She wiggled her ass, urging Devlin to spank her. 

Jed watched as Devlin ran a hand over the smooth curve 
of her ass, warming the skin, preparing her for his 
handprint. It was a fair assumption that she hadn’t been 
Spanked since the last time Devlin had done it, so Jed was 
glad the man took his time warming her skin. The last thing 
they wanted to do was bruise Lilly’s gorgeous ass. 


Devlin smacked her softly, keeping the blows shallow but 
Sharp, the noise quite loud in the small room. She moaned, 
the vibration making Jed groan as Devlin smacked her a 
little harder, the sweet scent of her arousal growing stronger 
with each slap. 

“Fuck,” Jed growled as he tightened his grip on her hair 
and started lifting up into her mouth, fucking her face, his 
loss of control obvious in every jerky movement. Lilly 
started to shake all over, bracing herself with her arms, 
letting Jed control the pace. She wriggled her ass, begging 
with her body. Devlin slapped her harder, again and again, 
over and over, his hand peppering her ass and thighs as Jed 
moved faster in her mouth. Lilly shivered violently, moaning 
brokenly as her orgasm burst over her. 

Devlin grabbed the nearest condom, dragged it onto his 
cock, his hands shaking so badly he almost didn’t get it 
rolled on before he slammed into Lilly’s pussy. She moaned, 
caressing Jed’s cock with her lips and tongue as Devlin 
pounded into her, fucking her, taking her, claiming her the 
same way Jed had done only minutes earlier. 

And then he was coming, his cock throbbing inside her 
mouth as his seed pumped into her throat. Jed moaned, his 
eyes closing briefly as Lilly finally released the suction and 
fell face-first into his lap. Devlin fell forward also, only just 
catching himself from crushing her to the mattress, but 
smiling as he apparently managed to stay inside the 
heavenly warmth of her body. He very carefully eased 
himself and Lilly onto their sides. 

The three of them lay sprawled on the bed, panting for 
breath as they recovered. Jed could feel a goofy smile on his 
lips but was powerless to stop it. He hadn’t felt this 
complete in all of his three hundred plus years. It didn’t 
matter that Lilly was human. It didn’t matter that their time 
together would be measured in decades instead of 
centuries. It only mattered that they were together now. 

“PIL just grab a shower,” he said in an embarrassingly 
breathless voice. “l'Il take over the first watch while you two 


get some sleep.” 

“No need,” Devlin said as he disposed of the condom 
and then dragged their exhausted woman higher up the bed 
and cradled her in his arms. “Brody and Alex have us 
covered. Grab a shower and get some rest.” 

Jed nodded, uncertain of the protocols of sharing a lover. 
Devlin must have noticed his hesitancy, or maybe shared it, 
because he shuffled to one side of the large bed, pulling Lilly 
into the middle, and leaving plenty of room for Jed to join 
them if he wished. 

He dipped his head in acknowledgement and then 
headed for the shower. 


Chapter Five 


“Brody said you’d be needing this,” Darian said without a 
hint of humor as he walked into the safe house and dropped 
a leather bag at Jed’s feet. 

Lilly looked at the bag curiously, but Devlin knew exactly 
what it contained. BDSM supplies. It was easy to spot a Dom 
when one knew what to look for. There was no doubt in 
Devlin’s mind that Darian was highly trained and more than 
capable of keeping his wife, Amber, very happy. The fact 
that her other husband was a vampire probably added a 
whole extra level of kink to the marriage. 

Devlin glanced at Lilly and tried not to think of all the 
things he’d rather be doing than having a meeting with 
Ronan and Darian from Deeks Security. Technically 
speaking, he and Jed weren’t working with them on their 
current project, and as far as the Ruling Body knew Jed had 
no idea what the privately owned protection and security 
firm was working on at all. 

Ronan handed over a thick folder of computer printouts 
as he took a seat at the small table. “We were hoping you 
might be able to help with some of the translation. The 
fewer people involved the safer for everyone.” 

Jed nodded his agreement. Devlin knew that Benjamin 
had deliberately omitted the finding of Bethany’s journal 
from his reports. Considering the fact that the orders coming 
from various levels of the Ruling Body seemed to contradict 
one another, it was becoming increasingly obvious that the 
Judiciaries were divided in their opinions. None of the 
members of PUP Squad Alpha had said it out loud, but 
Devlin got the feeling they were bracing for the order that 
would end their protection of the Oracle’s receptacles. 
Devlin had no doubt that every single one of them would 
ignore such an order, but life would be far simpler working 
with the Ruling Body than as disgraced operatives and 
wanted fugitives. When it came to members of the PUP 


squads, ignoring the official orders of the Ruling Body could 
literally be deadly. 

Jed flicked through the pages Ronan had given him, 
scanning the words quickly. He frowned, doubled back, 
checked a few more words, and then rubbed his forehead as 
if he felt the onset of a sudden headache. “It’s been a lot of 
years since | studied the ancient languages,” he said, 
glancing around the table, “but I’m pretty sure this isn’t all 
written in the warlocks’ ancient tongue.” He turned the 
pages around, pointing out several words to Ronan and 
Darian. “This word is Latin. It means ‘lost.’ The word before 
it is ancient Sumerian for ‘knowledge.’ A lot of the text does 
seem to be in the ancient tongue of warlocks, but it’s 
peppered with words and symbols from other languages 
both ancient and modern.” 

“There’s French and Italian in there, too, maybe even 
some of the ancient dragon tongue as well,” Devlin said, 
looking at the pages over Ronan’s shoulder. 

“Damn,” Ronan said with a small humorless laugh. 
“Bethany made certain the information wasn’t going to fall 
into the wrong hands. Earlier this week Kali pointed out a 
passage that seemed to be a load of gibberish. She and 
Wilson ran it through dozens of translation programs without 
success. It wasn’t until they noticed a pattern forming that 
we were able to identify that it had been typed in the 
English using a non-English layout of the keyboard. 
Essentially Bethany had been striking the keys as if she 
were using a standard US keyboard, but it registered as 
different letters on the screen.” 

“The entire thing is going to take years to decipher,” 
Darian said in a frustrated tone. “I’ve tried every spell | 
know to try and reveal the information, but it seems 
Bethany used at least a dozen different methods of 
concealing the information she wanted to hide.” He grabbed 
the pile of papers. “Passages like this one are fairly easy to 
interpret, but then others may as well have been written by 
a crazy person.” 


“Are we sure that she wasn’t?” Lilly asked unexpectedly. 
All eyes turned to her and she gave them a crooked, 
apologetic-looking half smile. “Jed told me that the Oracles 
are usually of paranormal origin. Is it possible that the 
overload of information in Bethany’s brain tipped her over 
the edge?” 

“That’s just the thing,” Darian said, looking thoughtful. 
“We've always believed that the human mind is inferior to 
paranormals.” He laughed at Lilly’s quirked eyebrow. “Sorry, 
| phrased that badly. My point is that the Oracle’s 
receptacles seem not only to be tapping into the unused 
parts of the human brain, but to also be increasing their 
memory capacity exponentially.” 

“So humans aren’t inferior?” Lilly asked, seeming 
confused now. 

“Far from it,” Darian said with a warm smile. “A reliable 
source confirmed that the paranormal species indigenous to 
this planet evolved from the same ancestors as humans.” 

“Indigenous? As in there are paranormal species on this 
planet that didn’t evolve here on Earth?” 

Darian gave Devlin an apologetic look—one that Lilly 
noticed immediately—before nodding and dragging the 
conversation back on track. “Anyway, we’d appreciate your 
help decoding Bethany’s journal.” 

“Unofficially of course,” Ronan said in a serious tone. 
“Cassandra Lipton is causing Benjamin and Thomas all sorts 
of headaches with her by-the-book attitude. They’re not 
certain, but the orders don’t seem to be coming from her. 
Someone else seems to be pulling her strings, and until we 
know if they’re friend or foe, PUP Squad Alpha is treading 
cautiously.” 

“Understood,” Jed said with a nod. Devlin had been given 
his own share of strange orders when he’d been a Navy 
SEAL, but none of it had been as bewildering as the 
situation they now found themselves in. 

“So the Ruling Body doesn’t know Deeks Security is 
currently protecting the pixie queen from her own assassins 


and housing a half dozen miniature pixies across the 
country?” 

“Not yet,” Ronan said, shaking his head. “Fortunately, we 
haven’t had any more attacks since Jason revealed himself 
as the traitor, but we’ve recently discovered that pixies are 
far more vulnerable in miniature form than even they 
believed. I’d like to bring an end to the attacks before a 
Supposedly indestructible creature dies in our custody.” 

“Shit,” Devlin said quietly. How was it possible that his 
understanding of the world was being turned on its head so 
thoroughly? 

“My thoughts exactly,” Darian said with a soft laugh as 
he pointed over his shoulder at Ronan. “Who would have 
thought these short-lived creatures would someday end up 
a danger to us?” 

“What, you mean besides the fact that there are nearly 
seven billion of us on the planet?” Ronan asked with a 
raised eyebrow. 

And for the first time since he’d signed on for this 
assignment Devlin understood the conflict the Ruling Body 
faced. Even if only a small percentage of humans were 
capable of the skills the Oracle’s receptacles were 
developing, it was still likely to be a very big number. If the 
Oracle’s receptacles were allowed to pass their information 
to others, it would very likely throw the paranormal 
community into turmoil. 

Not only were humans the most abundant sentient 
species on the planet, it was quite possible they’d soon 
replace paranormals as the dominant beings on the planet. 
Considering human history, that didn’t bode well for the 
future for anyone. 


Chapter Six 


“Why did Darian apologize to you when | asked about 
nonindigenous paranormal species?” 

“He didn’t apologize,” Devlin said slowly, obviously trying 
to deny the look Darian had given him had any particular 
meaning. She waited him out, knowing that she knew 
enough now that he would either have to answer her 
question or lie to her face. 

If he was a smart man, he wouldn’t lie about this. 

“Dev, | already figured out that you’re not human. You 
haven’t aged a day in the four years since we dated. That 
combined with the company you keep and the party where | 
found you, | know that you're not human. The question is 
what are you?” 

“I’m the man you love,” he said, trying to gather her in 
his arms. She gave him a look that froze him in place. Did 
the guy learn nothing while they were dating? She wasn’t 
some delicate flower needing protection. Yes, she’d been 
raised in a small town, but she wasn’t stupid, naive, or 
poorly educated. 

“He’s an angel,” Jed said. He leaned casually against the 
doorjamb and gave her a mischievous smile. 

“Is that true?” she asked Devlin. 

But the man didn’t say anything. And he didn’t move. His 
complete stillness was a little creepy. She’d meant to stop 
him from changing the subject, but he was taking this whole 
frozen-by-her-glare thing just a little too far. 

“Dev?” she asked pointedly. “Are you going to answer me 
or not?” 

Jed stepped into the room, frowning as he got closer. “Lil, 
did you do something?” 

“Something like what?” she asked nervously. 

He shook his head as he walked around Devlin’s frozen 
form. “I’m not sure. But something you did, or you said...” 
He shook his head again. “Lil, recreate what you did when 


you two first started talking.” Jed seemed calm but 
something urged her to do it quickly. 

“I asked a serious question. He gave me an evasive 
answer. | narrowed my eyes at him because he was going to 
try and distract me.” 

“Your eyes?” Jed said. “Look at him again, narrow your 
eyes, and think that you want him unfrozen.” 

It seemed like a strange thing to do, but considering that 
“strange” seemed to be the way her life was going these 
days, she did as he asked. 

Devlin dragged in a deep breath, his knees giving out as 
he fell forward. Jed was there in an instant, helping Lilly get 
him onto the sofa. He collapsed onto the cushions, dragging 
Lilly into his arms, crushing her against him. “Do me a favor, 
baby?” he asked breathlessly. She nodded frantically, still 
unsure what the hell had happened but willing to promise 
him and Jed anything. “Warn me before you do that again.” 

“I’m sorry,” Lilly said urgently, trying to lift away from his 
embrace. 

“Shhh, it’s okay,” Devlin said, rubbing a hand over her 
back, his touch achingly familiar. This was the way he’d held 
her the day he’d said good-bye. 

Panic streaked through her heart. “Don’t leave me,” she 
pleaded urgently, pride and sanity forgotten in the fear of 
moments ago. 

“What?” Jed asked in a shocked voice. 

“I’m not going anywhere, Lil,” Devlin said, pulling her 
onto his lap. “I promised to protect you and love you for the 
rest of your life. | have every intention of keeping that 
promise.” He lifted her chin, gazing into her eyes a moment 
before kissing her passionately. By the time he pulled away, 
she was breathing hard, too. “But we need to figure out 
what just happened. The skill you demonstrated is 
dangerous. Whatever you did froze all external movement. | 
literally couldn’t breathe.” 

“I could have killed you,” she said as dread flowed over 
her, sinking deep into her bones. 


“I’m a little harder than that to kill,” he said confidently. 
“But if I'd been human or one of several other species, a 
prolonged amount of time frozen would have killed me.” 

Jed sat down beside them and took her hand into his 
own. “What were you thinking when you froze Devlin?” 

Words were hard to find. Her stomach churned as the 
what-ifs rolled through her mind. “I was...| was thinking that 
the look | gave him should be enough to freeze him on the 
spot.” She glanced at Devlin but lowered her eyes, terrified 
of doing something else as dangerously unpredictable as 
She’d just done. “But | didn’t mean it. | was thinking 
figuratively, not literally.” 

“Did you squint or blink?” 

“I did. | squinted. Could it be that simple?” 

“We won’t know until we try it,” Devlin said, moving her 
away from him slightly. 

She was shaking her head long before he finished the 
sentence. “Uh-uh, no way. I’m not experimenting on you. 
What happens if | squint and accidentally blow you up or 
something?” 

“Baby,” Devlin said, lifting her chin so that he could look 
her in the eyes. She closed them. “Look at me, Lil. My 
species can survive flying at very high altitudes. | don’t 
need much oxygen to keep my body functioning. | can 
literally hold a deep breath for thirty minutes or more. If 
you're going to learn to control this skill, I’m your best 
chance.” 

She glanced at Jed and saw him nod his approval. “Lilly, | 
think this skill is based in telekinesis. That means you can 
move stuff just by thinking about it. The other Oracle’s 
receptacles have the same skill. They just use it differently.” 
He placed a cup of cold coffee just out of reach on the table 
beside her. “Without moving, reach for the cup.” 

She did as he asked and nothing happened. He frowned, 
lifted the cup, and peered at the stale coffee thoughtfully. “l 
have a theory,” he said as he headed into the kitchen. A 


minute later he came back in with a steaming cup of fresh 
coffee with cream and sugar just the way Lilly liked it. 

“Now reach for the cup.” Again she did as he asked, but 
this time pulled back in surprise when the cup slid toward 
her hand. 

Jed laughed and shook his head. “What the hell is it with 
you girls and coffee? Kali, Ava, and Hannah can move their 
coffee cups and occasionally their e-readers, but nothing 
else. It’s like it has to be something you really, really want, 
but even then it’s just little stuff. It’s only when Ava and 
Hannah were faced with pixie assassins that they were able 
to tap into the skill and do more damage.” 

“Didn’t Hannah put Eric on his ass once?” Devlin asked. 

“I forgot about that,” Jed said with a laugh. “I’m not sure 
who was more surprised. The five-hundred-pound bear- 
shifter or the woman who threw him clear across the yard 
with barely a look.” 

“So it’s not really a voluntary skill?” 

“We're not really sure what it is, but when Ava and 
Hannah needed it, they had it.” 

“But | wasn’t exactly in danger when | froze Dev.” 

“I have a theory about that, too,” Jed said very seriously. 
He glanced at Devlin and then back at Lilly. “When you 
asked Devlin what he was, he tried to avoid the question. 
I’m betting it was the same way he avoided letting you get 
too close when you were dating.” Lilly didn’t look at Devlin 
when she bit her lip and nodded in agreement. “Devlin 
triggered your fight-or-flight response. You really didn’t want 
him to lie to you by omission, so you stopped him from 
answering altogether.” 

“So every time | get scared I’m liable to freeze someone? 
| have no control over it?” Lilly asked, her heart starting to 
pound hard once more. How the hell did she end up a 
walking time bomb? The thought of killing someone 
accidentally with this new power was terrifying. Even if 
assassins were looking for her, she didn’t want this 
particular skill. 


“Actually,” Jed said as Devlin held her close once more, “I 
think you have a really good chance of learning to control it. 
Devlin’s suggestion that you use him as a test subject is 
actually a very good idea. He wasn’t kidding. He’s more 
than capable of surviving long periods of time without 
breathing.” 

“Which brings me back to my original question,” Lilly 
said, rubbing her forehead and refusing to look at either of 
them. “Jed said you’re an angel. Is that true?” 

“Not in the strictest interpretation of the word,” Devlin 
said carefully. She kept her calm, breathing deeply and 
Slowly as the usual irritation at his evasiveness curled 
through her. When she’d thought him a human Navy SEAL, 
she'd forgiven him because she understood the nature of his 
work and the secrecy required. But there was no reason 
now. She knew about the paranormal world, knew that it 
existed, and was essentially part of it now herself. He had no 
reason not to tell her. He must have sensed her internal 
conflict because he held her closer and finally started 
talking. 

“My people are known as Anjo Keladi Envivs. Essentially 
it translates to ‘angels with hidden wings.’ That’s why most 
paranormals refer to us as angels. We’re not angels in the 
religious sense, but have on many occasions been mistaken 
for them.” He turned her around, lifting her chin so that he 
could see her eyes. “We don’t share any of the DNA traits 
common to species that developed on this planet, so it’s a 
fairly reasonable assumption that our ancestors were from a 
different planet.” 

“You're an alien? And you have wings?” she asked in 
wonder. She’d spent quite a bit of time exploring every inch 
of the man a few years back. It seemed rather strange that 
she could have missed a set of wings. 

“Want to see them?” Devlin asked with a relieved grin. It 
seemed now that he’d finally said the words out loud he was 
quite happy to tell all. Had he been worried she would walk 
away once she knew the truth? He’d always seemed so 


confident, so well adjusted, so capable at just about 
everything that it hadn’t really occurred to her that he might 
have the same doubts and insecurities that she herself held. 

“Of course,” she said with a smile. She leaned up to 
press a quick kiss to his lips and then scrambled off the sofa 
and stood back. He glanced around the room, seeming to 
judge the distance and space he had available, before 
giving her a typical Devlin-style wink. 

His wings just appeared. They didn’t fade in, or grow, or 
morph like the werewolves had done. They just appeared. 
One moment they weren’t there and the next they were. 

“Shit,” she said, shuffling backward just a little. Devlin’s 
wings were huge. They took up most of the space in the 
room, and if she wasn’t mistaken weren’t fully extended in 
the cramped area. The most surprising part was that they 
were covered in feathers. Feathers! She was sleeping with a 
guy with feathers. 

The thought surprised a giggle from her mouth, and 
Devlin grinned wolfishly. “What’s the matter?” he said as his 
wings moved slowly to surround her. “Did | lose some of my 
macho points with the white feathers?” 

She shook her head quickly, worried that she’d insulted 
him, but he merely gave her that confident smile once 
more. He leaned in, his arms wrapping around her waist as 
his wings enclosed them both. He kissed her softly, his lips 
playful and coaxing as his hands explored her all over. 

“Okay, show-off,” Jed said with a laugh. “Get rid of the 
wings before you drop feathers all over the carpet.” 

“|I don’t drop feathers,” Devlin said with an exaggerated 
roll of his eyes. But in the blink of an eye, his wings were 
gone. 

“Where do they go?” she asked, glancing around the 
room. 

“It’s kind of hard to explain, but essentially they exist in 
another dimension. | have to bring them into this dimension 
to be able to use them, but as you saw it doesn’t take long 
to have them ready.” 


“Anything else | should know about you?” she asked, 
feeling much calmer than she had before. 

“Let’s see,” he said, holding up his fingers and counting 
off the points. “Wings? Check. Capable of flying high and 
fast? Check. Able to hold my breath for long periods of time? 
Check.” He turned to Jed. “Did | forget anything?” 

“Only that you glow in the dark.” 

“You do what?” Surely Jed was pulling her leg this time. 
But Devlin laughed and nodded in agreement. 

“But like the wings, | can usually turn that particular skill 
on and off. The only time it happens involuntarily is if I’m 
really angry—and | mean really, really angry—or healing 
someone who’s been injured.” 

“Healing?” She reached up and touched the blond hair 
that was just starting to curl at his temples. As a SEAL he’d 
always kept his hair very short, but it looked like it would be 
curly as it grew longer. “No wonder you guys got mistaken 
for angels. I’m pretty sure I’ve seen paintings of angels with 
long blonde curls, huge feathered wings, and an inner glow.” 

“I’m sure you have,” Devlin said with a soft laugh, “but | 
can assure you I’m no angel.” He backed up his words by 
lifting her shirt over her head and dragging her bra away 
from her breast. “In fact, | think right now | want to be 
really, really bad. Want to come play with me, pretty lady?” 

She gasped as his hands slid lower, unsnapped the 
button on her jeans, and dragged the material to her feet. 
His fingers skimmed over her pussy lips, two fingers pushing 
up into her pussy as his thumb made little circles around her 
clit. She could feel her juices coating his fingers, her instant 
arousal no longer surprising. Devlin had always been able to 
turn her on with a single look. The fact that Jed moved to 
press up against her naked back just made everything 
perfect. 

“Any lube in that bag of tricks Brody sent you?” Devlin 
asked Jed. 

Jed pressed a kiss to her shoulder, nibbling little bites up 
the side of her neck before answering. 


“Lube and more. Much, much more,” he said in a voice 
that promised all sorts of amazing stuff was about to 
happen. “lIl just get the all clear from our backup, and meet 
you in the bedroom.” He stepped away, opened the leather 
bag, and grabbed several items. “In the meantime...” He 
didn’t finish the sentence, just handed Devlin a bottle of 
lube, a butt plug still in its packaging, and a strange-looking 
toy that seemed to be a series of balls, each larger than the 
last, joined together to make a flexible-looking rod. 

Devlin grinned wickedly. “This, my sweet Lilly, is an anal 
probe.” Her butt clenched just at the thought of what Devlin 
could do with it. He laughed as he lifted her into his arms 
and headed toward the bedroom. “Kind of appropriate when 
you think about it.” 

She quirked an eyebrow in question. 

“Well, | am considered an alien, you know.” 


* OK OOK OK 


Lilly rolled her eyes at the ridiculousness of it all, and if 
her asshole wasn’t clenching in excitement she might have 
even laughed at the pun. But all she could feel was her 
pussy pulsing rhythmically, and her juices dribbling onto her 
outer lips and thighs, as Devlin moved a pillow into the 
middle of the bed and placed her facedown over it. 

“Just like the first time,” he said as his hands traveled up 
and down her spine in a soothing, hypnotic rhythm. He 
moved his massage lower, stopping only to unlace her 
shoes and then drag them and her jeans the rest of the way 
off her legs. “Relax, baby. Jed and | plan to take good care of 
you.” 

Her breath caught when she heard the snap of the bottle 
cap. She gasped as the cold liquid dribbled between the 
cheeks of her ass, but warm fingers spread it gently, 
caressing the incredibly sensitive skin of her anus before 
pressing against her back hole and pushing inside. Slowly he 
caressed her tight muscle, making a sound of approval as 


She felt herself relax and her anus open up to his gentle 
invasion. 

He replaced his fingers with the anal beads, the first little 
ball sliding into her back passage easily. The second and 
third made her shiver with arousal. The fourth hurt just a bit, 
the slight sting increasing her arousal until she found herself 
pushing back against the toy. 

“Good girl,” Devlin said in approval. The fifth ball seemed 
much wider, but Devlin noticed her reaction, easing the ball 
away and squirting more lube between her cheeks. He 
slowly worked the toy into her dark passage, fucking her 
with it slowly until her body easily accepted its width. 

“That is a beautiful sight,” Jed said from somewhere near 
the doorway. “We have four hours and several boxes of 
condoms. Any suggestions of what we could do with that 
much time and prophylactics?” 

“For starters,” Devlin said with a hearty laugh, “you 
might consider lying on the bed so our woman can fuck 
you.” 

“Now that sounds like a good idea,” Jed said as he came 
into the room. Lilly could hear the quick rustle of clothing 
being discarded a moment before Jed slid onto the bed 
beside her. Devlin eased the probe from her ass as Jed 
pressed a condom into Lilly’s hand. “Want to do the honors, 
sweet thing?” 

She nodded, her ass still clenching, her pussy still 
pulsing, her arousal so high that her fingers shook as she 
ripped open the package. She rolled the condom into place 
carefully, making certain that it was on properly, and then 
quickly crawled over her lover. 

“Fuck me,” she whispered, trying to lower herself onto 
his cock. 

“My pleasure,” Jed said with a grin. He grabbed her 
waist, holding her firmly as he lifted his hips and thrust his 
cock deep inside her. She moaned at the invasion, the 
feeling of being full setting off swirling eddies of heat in her 
belly. He held her upright, watching her closely as he thrust 


violently into her pussy, holding her in his hard grip as he 
fucked her harder and harder and harder. 

Devlin’s hands skimmed over her breasts, his fingers 
pinching her nipples as everything inside her tightened 
deliciously, dragging her orgasm ever closer, making her 
Shake with anticipation. She was on the verge, ready to 
throw herself over, ready to claim the climax that beckoned, 
when they stopped. 

She growled her frustration, tightening her muscles 
around Jed’s hard cock, trying to force him to continue. He 
closed his eyes and groaned, but it didn’t stop him from 
pulling her down and pressing her against his chest. Devlin 
placed a hand between her shoulder blades, keeping her 
there, trapping her between them. 

The sound of the lube bottle squirting sent a needy 
Shiver from head to toe. 

“We'll take it slowly,” Devlin said, apparently 
misinterpreting her body’s response to their domination. 

“No,” she said. “Now. | want you both inside me now. 
Please, Dev.” 

She gasped in delight when she felt the head of his cock 
against her anus. Devlin spread the lube with the tip of his 
cock before pressing harder against her dark hole and 
Slipping inside. She panted, the tight fit slightly 
uncomfortable. Despite her earlier demand, he moved 
Slowly, easing into her back passage a small amount at a 
time, holding still and letting her adjust before moving just a 
little deeper. 

Jed held her immobile, his arms banded over her 
Shoulders and lower back. He didn’t move, but his cock 
throbbed inside her, his arousal obviously as high as her 
own. Devlin finally pushed to the hilt, his cock impaling her, 
as her body adjusted to having both of the men she loved 
inside her. 

“Fuck,” she whispered as the enormity of what they were 
Sharing washed over her. Never in her life had she expected 
to be so lucky as to have two incredible men both love her 


at the same time. She was still trying to comprehend the 
spiritual connection she felt when her men started to move. 

Jed lifted her slightly, sliding his cock from her pussy and 
then sliding back in as Devlin pulled out of her ass. Devlin 
groaned as he sank back in. Together they built a rhythm, 
holding her between them, their grip unbreakable, their 
ability to protect her undeniable. 

And then, as if they could no longer resist, they started 
moving faster, pushing into her harder, going deeper, 
stamping her with their possession, filling her senses with 
them, only them. She felt her orgasm build, the strange, 
breathless anticipation almost more than she could bear. 

Devlin slammed into her ass, holding still, groaning as 
her anus gripped him, squeezing his cock as Jed held her 
suspended and thrust up into her pussy again and again and 
again. She gasped, panting, trying to hold off her climax, 
trying to hold on to this moment, trying to imprint the 
memory of this incredible feeling. 

Orgasm slammed her. Everything shook, her feet, her 
hands, her arms. She cried out, the amazing, incredible, 
delirious, overwhelming sensations going on and on and on. 
She floated, her senses turning inward, the only reality in 
her world the two men who loved her, both of them 
groaning as her climax dragged them with her, hopefully 
taking them into the same wonderful feeling of completion 
as she inhabited. 

Finally, finally, she came back down, her euphoric high 
still held close to her heart, but her love for these men 
bringing her back to reality. 

“| love you both,” she whispered quietly, unable to keep 
the words inside. 

“Thank the goddess for that,” Jed said breathlessly, 
“because I’m not going anywhere. | love you, Lilly. | have for 
a very long time.” She kissed him reverently, loving the 
feeling of being exactly where she belonged. 

Devlin laughed quietly, pressed a kiss to her shoulder, 
and said the words she’d been longing to hear for years. “TIl 


never leave you again, Lil. | love you and | am definitely 
here to stay.” 


Chapter Seven 


“What do you mean it tells the future?” Jed asked, feeling 
even more confused than he had two days ago. They’d been 
working on translating the journal that Bethany had left 
behind, but far from making things clearer, it seemed to just 
make less sense. 

“Look at this passage,” Devlin said with a wry grin. “It 
talks about the girl with two names gaining two bears, and 
this paragraph here mentions the one who ‘doesn’t know’ 
being caught between fire and ice.” 

Jed frowned at the vague words. The passages could be 
about Hannah and Kristen, but like all prophesies, they were 
wide open to interpretation. It could just as easily apply to a 
child named Stacey-Lee who got two teddy bears for her 
birthday and a restaurant chef standing between the stove 
and the freezer unaware that she had no customers. 

Even the tense was incorrect. It read as something that 
had already happened, but was written well before Hannah 
and Kristen had been found by PUP Squad Alpha. 

“Does it say anything about the one who bounced 
around the world for several weeks?” Lilly asked with a wide 
smile. 

“Not that I’ve found, but there’s something here that 
mentions the fireproof one being mistaken for someone 
else.” 

“What the hell does that mean?” Jed asked. 

“| don’t have a clue,” Devlin said with a sigh. 

“Hang on. | read something about a dragon prophesy 
and a fireproof woman.” Lilly flicked through the pages and 
pages of handwritten notes that they’d made. “Hell, what | 
wouldn’t give for a computer right now. This would be so 
much easier if | had a word processing program and a 
search function.” 

“You know computers?” Devlin asked, sounding shocked. 

Lilly smirked at him. “What do you think | did when | 
wasn’t at the diner? Sit around and wait for you to arrive?” 


Devlin actually blushed at that accusation. “I guess | 
really didn’t give it much thought.” 

“Well, just for the record,” she said with a teasing smile, 
“I spent most of my time studying. | was happy to stay close 
to my family, but | still wanted to travel and see the world.” 
She laughed quietly. “Although five weeks of bouncing all 
over the planet seems to have cured me of my wanderlust, 
for the moment. I’d sure love a piece of Aunt Ida’s pie about 
now.” 

Jed smiled. He could almost taste the homemade apricot 
pie that Ida had been understandably proud of. It was rather 
strange how the few years he’d lived in that sleepy little 
town seemed more vivid in his memory than most of his 
three hundred years before. He glanced at Lilly knowing she 
was the main reason for that. Even in his eighty-year-old 
form he’d loved the woman. 

“Got it,” Lilly said. “The passage talks of a fireproof 
woman who isn’t a dragon but will be the dam of the 
harbinger.” She screwed her face up as she reread the 
words more slowly. “Dam? | think we might have translated 
that incorrectly.” She flicked the pencil against the paper a 
few times, obviously deep in thought. “Okay, ‘dam’ is the 
English word used for a horse’s mother, so if we assume 
that Bethany meant ‘mother’ in this sentence, then she’s 
referring to a fireproof woman who is the mother of the 
bringer.” She looked at Devlin and Jed and shrugged. 
“Bringer of what?” 

“Bringer of peace,” Jed said as the report he’d read about 
Brody’s mother attacking her grandchild popped into his 
head. Neither he nor Devlin had been there at the time, but 
it was a matter of public record that Brody’s family had tried 
to kill his wife and the half-dragon child she carried because 
they believed the child was the bringer of peace. Of course, 
only a select few knew the real identity of Brody’s wife. The 
human and paranormal worlds both believed that the 
schoolteacher known as Ava Seeton had died in a fiery car 
crash. He quickly explained to Lilly what had happened. 


“So if we assume that the first passage we read is about 
Ava—the part that says the fireproof one will be mistaken 
for someone else—since it’s among the stuff about the other 
Oracle’s receptacles, then it would seem that Ava is not the 
‘chosen one,’ that her child isn’t the bringer of peace.” 

“That seems to be what it’s saying. And to be honest | 
think Brody would be relieved to hear that. He wasn’t 
pleased to think his son was destined for such a difficult life. 
Bringing peace to a bunch of bigoted, narrow-minded, 
pigheaded dragons won't be an easy task.” He scratched at 
his chin, absently noting he needed a shave. With the hours 
they’d been keeping there hadn’t been much of a routine 
lately. “But if Ava isn’t the fireproof non-dragon from the 
prophesy, then who is?” 

“Hannah!” Lilly cried out urgently. Confused for a 
moment—Hannah wasn’t fireproof as far as he knew—Jed 
almost lost it when Lilly disappeared into thin air. 

“Shit,” Devlin said, grabbing the GPS locator. He stared 
at the screen, his body starting to glow with his fury. “She’s 
not anywhere. The trace is either malfunctioning or she 
bounced into an area shielded with some serious wards.” 

“Sugarvale?” Jed asked frantically as he grabbed his 
phone and dialed Benjamin’s number. Somebody answered 
just as Lilly, Hannah, and a five-hundred-pound black bear 
appeared in the living room. 

“Who the fuck are you?” Hannah said as she took up a 
defensive position between Lilly and the badly injured bear. 

“Hannah,” Jed said, taking a step closer “What 
happened?” 

Hannah’s gaze swung to his momentarily but she didn’t 
seem to recognize him. She turned back to stare at Lilly and 
Devlin. 

“Hannah,” Jed said in a louder voice. It was obvious that 
the bear was severely injured. They were wasting time, but 
it was clear that Hannah wouldn't let them near him until 
she knew who they were and what they intended. “Hannah, 
is the bear Eric or West?” 


She finally looked at him, thankfully this time recognizing 
him. “It’s West. We were walking. The shot came out of 
nowhere.” 

“Fuck,” Devlin said as he finally got a close look at West’s 
injuries. “Jed, get them out of here. This isn’t a bullet. It 
looks like an explosive round that failed to detonate.” 

“I’m not leaving him,” Hannah said stubbornly. 

“Hannah,” Devlin said evenly, “I can help him, but | need 
to know you and Lilly are safe.” The bear whined a soft 
sound of agreement. Jed stepped forward in the hope of 
somehow dragging the two women to safety. 

“It’s okay,” Lilly said, holding her hand up in a stop 
signal. “PIL blink us both out of here at the first sign of 
trouble. | promise.” 

Devlin nodded, his head already bent to the task of 
removing the explosive device. 

“Jed, | need a containment field of some kind.” Devlin 
was glowing so brightly now that it was almost impossible to 
look at him. The bear groaned in pain as both of Devlin’s 
hands sank into the belly wound. Hannah made a soft noise 
of distress but thankfully stayed calm. 

Jed ran into the kitchen, grabbed the wooden bread box, 
quickly enchanted it with the strongest protection spell he 
could think of, and took a position next to Devlin. As soon as 
the angel pulled the fist-sized round free of West’s stomach, 
he placed it carefully inside the box. Jed closed the lid, and 
turned toward the front door. 

The enchantment held as he carried the box into the 
front yard, but Nathan was beside him when the damn thing 
exploded. 


Chapter Eight 


Lilly jumped at the loud sound, terror streaking through 
her as she prayed Jed was okay. She glanced out the open 
front door, but couldn’t see where he’d gone. 

The injured bear had changed back into a man and now 
Hannah held one of her husbands in her arms. He looked 
very pale, but the wound in his belly was at least closed. It 
still looked jagged and painful, but it was a huge 
improvement over the horrendous, profusely bleeding, 
gaping wound that it had been moments before. 

She caught a glimpse of movement in the front yard. She 
wasn’t sure if it was Jed, but somehow just knowing 
someone was moving around out there made her feel much 
calmer. She turned her attention to Devlin and smiled at the 
unexpected sight. “Jed wasn’t kidding when he said you 
glowed in the dark, huh?” 

He smiled, glanced at his blood-covered hands and then 
back at the man on the floor. 

“West, | can heal this,” he said quietly, “but you’ve lost 
an awful lot of blood. Is there someone | can contact to get 
you a transfusion?” 

“We can’t take him to the hospital,” Hannah said 
anxiously. “Not until we know who attacked us.” 

“I know,” Devlin said calmly. “Is Eric a compatible blood 
donor for you, West?” 

“Not sure,” West said in a gravelly voice that couldn’t 
mask the pain he felt. 

“Eric is a doctor. If he’s not compatible, he should know 
someone who is,” Hannah said anxiously. 

Devlin glanced out the front door. It was obvious that he 
was worried for Jed and torn between priorities. 

“Jed’s okay,” Lilly said, stepping closer to the window. 
She could see him talking to several men in the front yard. 
The bread box several feet behind them looked like the 
sides had been forced out so that it appeared to be more 
like a ball shape than a cube, but thankfully no one seemed 


to be injured. She wanted to hug both her men to her, but 
realized that now just wasn’t the time. “lIl go get Eric and 
be back in two blinks.” 

“No,” Devlin said sharply, “not without Jed. The whole 
town might be under attack.” 

She nodded her agreement. She might be able to blink in 
and out of places without being seen by humans, but it 
would be stupid and possibly life threatening to blink into an 
area full of paranormals hoping to kill her. 

Fortunately, Jed and a human Lilly didn’t recognize came 
in the front door a moment later. They both looked relieved 
to see West in his human-shaped form, but Lilly didn’t give 
Jed a chance to ask questions. She grabbed him and blinked 
them into Hannah’s living room. 

Eric leapt from the chair he’d been in, ready to defend 
himself. 

“Eric,” Jed said as the bear-shifter watched them warily. 
“West has been injured. He needs a blood transfusion.” 

The man didn’t waste time asking questions. He grabbed 
a black leather bag that looked like an old-fashioned 
doctor’s bag and moved to stand in front of them. Lilly 
grabbed his hand and blinked the three of them back to the 
safe house where Devlin, West, and Hannah waited for 
them. 

“What happened?” Eric asked, glancing at the pool of 
blood on the floor, before stepping around it to get to where 
West was sitting now. 

“Same old, same old,” West said with a smile on his face. 
Whatever Devlin was doing seemed to be helping, but West 
still looked very pale. 

“I’ve managed to heal the internal injuries,” Devlin said 
in a rough voice. “But a transfusion will get him back on his 
feet faster.” 

Eric nodded, grabbed his bag, and started pulling out 
medical supplies. “Fortunately, cousin,” he said in a jovial 
tone, “the one thing we have in common, besides Hannah, 
is our blood type. You'll be fighting fit in no time.” 


““Fighting fit’ might be a very apt choice of words,” the 
man Lilly didn’t recognize said as he hung up his cell phone. 
“| just got off the phone with Brody. It looks like West was 
attacked by warlocks. Brody, Ronan, and Benjamin managed 
to apprehend two of them.” He looked like he was grinding 
his teeth together. “Ava helped.” He took a deep breath as if 
trying to get past the idea of the woman—his wife perhaps? 
—putting herself in the line of fire. “At least a dozen were 
able to open bounce tunnels and escape. The bastards can’t 
get past the wards or use their magic inside Sugarvale, so 
they’ve resorted to using human weapons. At least four 
other explosive rounds were shot into the town limits of 
Sugarvale. Fortunately, all except the one that hit West fell 
Short, but it’s only a matter of time before they get their 
hands on rocket launchers or antiaircraft weapons. There’s 
no way to protect a town from those types of weapons.” 

“Yes, there is,” Hannah and Lilly said at the same time. 
Lilly wasn’t even certain where the knowledge had come 
from, but she somehow knew that it was possible. 

“We need to get back to Sugarvale,” Hannah said, 
glancing around the group, maybe even daring the men to 
argue with her. When they didn’t agree or object, she 
nodded at Lilly. “You better drive,” she said with a wink. “I’m 
not sure how to navigate this new skill just yet.” 

Lilly placed her hand on West’s shoulder and grabbed 
Hannah with the other. She blinked them into the room 
where she’d found Eric and immediately returned to the 
safe house. Neither Devlin nor Jed looked pleased that she’d 
gone without them, the theory proven a moment later when 
they both grabbed a hold of her as she blinked Eric back to 
Sugarvale. 

“Go back and get Nathan, Thomas, and Samuel,” Devlin 
said quickly, nodding to Jed to go with her. “Right at this 
moment, you’re our only way to get people into and out of 
town without anyone noticing.” 

She nodded her understanding, leaned up to kiss him 
quickly, and then blinked back to the safe house to do as 


he’d asked. 


x OK OOK OK 


“Hannah,” Devlin said as he checked over West’s wound, 
making sure that the “blink” travel, as Lilly seemed to have 
named it, hadn’t reopened his wounds. “Can you explain 
what we need to do to protect the town from heavy 
artillery?” 

“I’m not sure | can explain it,” she said, “but Ava, Kali, 
and Amber are on their way here now.” She smiled as she 
heard the front door open. “Better move over, West. This 
room’s about to get really crowded.” 

Devlin couldn’t hide the smirk, or his relief, when he 
realized that all three women were accompanied by their 
husbands. Brody’s niece, Keira, was with them as well. A 
moment later Lilly blinked back into the room with Nathan, 
Thomas, Samuel, and Jed. Nathan pushed through the 
crowded room and moved quickly to Ava’s side. His hand 
touched her belly protectively as he spoke to her quietly. 

Benjamin and Skye, and Adam and Jennifer stepped into 
the house just a few moments later. 

“Sit-rep,” Benjamin called to Devlin. He was halfway 
through his explanation when Ava used her newfound skill 
to blink from one husband to the other clear across the 
room. Nathan and Brody turned to glare at Devlin. 

He shrugged. “Don’t look at me,” he said with a quiet 
laugh. He knew enough about Ava to know the woman made 
her own choices no matter how dominating her men got 
behind closed doors. 

“That is so cool,” Ava said with a delighted laugh as she 
reached up to kiss Brody. 

“It’s not the only ‘gift’ | gave you, unfortunately,” Lilly 
said, looking a little upset. “I have a skill that seems to 
freeze people in place.” 

“So that they can’t move?” Ava asked with a grin. 

“So they can’t breathe,” Lilly said worriedly. 


“I accidentally did that to Nathan,” Ava confessed with a 
laugh. “Fortunately my husband is a very clever man and 
created a bubble thingy that blocked whatever | was doing. 
It took a while but Kali and | have learned how to control it. | 
think you'll find just by being here with us that you can now 
control it yourself.” 

Lilly frowned for a moment, but then nodded in surprise. 
She turned to Devlin and gave him a sassy wink that had 
him laughing with her. “Guess | won’t need to use you for 
target practice after all.” 

“Guess not,” he said, relieved to see the fear leave his 
woman's eyes. He’d never seen her more frightened than 
when she thought she might hurt someone with her 
unexpected skill. 

Devlin turned his attention back to Benjamin. “Long story 
Short, Hannah says that she and the other Oracle’s 
receptacles are able to shield Sugarvale from physical 
attack.” 

All eyes turned to Hannah. “It would be easier with all six 
of us, but between the five of us we can weave an invisible 
physical barrier around the town. It would be very similar to 
the wards except that it would repel bullets and rockets and 
stuff instead of magic.” 

“And stuff?” West asked in a skeptical voice. “How can 
you know it will repel ‘stuff’ if you don’t know what that stuff 
is?” 

Hannah shrugged. “I don’t know. We just know we can do 
it.” 

“You said all six of you,” Brody said, his arms firmly 
around Ava, perhaps hoping to deter her from using her new 
blinking skill. “Kristen doesn’t seem to be an Oracle’s 
receptacle. She hasn’t shown any signs of ‘knowing’ or 
abilities out of the ordinary.” 

“Is it possible we missed one?” Nathan asked. “According 
to the birth certificates, Kristen was the seventh girl child to 
be born in that three-minute window.” 


Hannah looked a whole lot less confident now. “I don’t 
know if we missed one, but it feels like there should be six of 
us. Why else would Kristen have been heading to 
Sugarvale?” 

“Maybe she wasn’t,” Ava said, looking just as disturbed 
by Nathan’s question as Hannah did. “Kali, can you call your 
brother and get him to double-check the birth records? 
Someone is missing. We know there should be six of us.” 

“Is it possible | only sensed Kristen because she was a 
target of the assassins?” Hannah asked, looking rather 
concerned. It wasn’t like the woman to show emotions in 
front of others. She was a well-trained pediatric nurse, so 
her public persona was usually a lot more controlled. 

“I'll call Dave,” Kali said with a nod, “but first we need to 
make certain we can do this.” 

“Of course we can do this,” Amber said in her usual quiet 
and calm manner. “We'll build it inside the wards protecting 
the town. Basically just wrap it around the houses that are 
currently occupied, not all the way to the town limits. That 
way it will be a lot stronger.” 

The others nodded in agreement. 

Devlin stood back, waiting for some kind of instructions 
or indication that the five women needed meditation space 
or a way to link hands or some other ritual similar to the 
ones witches used. But nothing happened. 

They basically stood around talking quietly between 
themselves and their husbands. He leaned over, snagged 
Lilly by the wrist, and hauled her into his arms. “How long 
will it take?” he asked quietly. 

“Already done,” she said with a bright smile. 

“Seriously?” It wasn’t that he doubted she told him the 
truth. It just seemed too simple to be the solution they 
needed. 

“Seriously,” she said, touching his face lovingly. “Oh, but 
you probably shouldn't go firing weapons inside the shield.” 
She turned to explain to the people in the crowded room. 


“The inside will have the same effect as the outside. 
Basically it will bounce your projectile back at you.” 

“Noted,” Benjamin said, taking control of the unusual 
meeting. “Is it a physical barrier? Can we walk through it?” 

“At the moment the only people who can walk through it 
are in this room,” Hannah said, glancing down at the blood 
on her hands as if she’d just realized it was there. “Oh, and 
Kristen, Angus, and Dyson as well. We can add more if 
necessary.” 

“We'll leave it that way for the moment,” Benjamin said 
with a nod. “Are you able to do that travel thing with the 
Shield up?” 

Lilly seemed to consider that for a while before shaking 
her head slowly. “We can’t blink out of Sugarvale without 
dropping the protective shield first.” She smiled slightly, as 
if the thought just came to her. “But we can blink within the 
Shield’s limits, so we can get some practice without you 
guys having to worry about us ending up on the other side 
of the world.” 

“Good to know,” Brody said as Ava blinked from his 
embrace and into Nathan’s arms. “Although I’m not entirely 
thrilled that you seem to have a choice whether or not to 
take the person you’re touching with you.” He smiled when 
Ava blinked back into his arms. She whispered something in 
his ear. Something that had him grinning like the cat who’d 
gotten the cream. “Are we done here?” His voice sounded 
impatient, and it didn’t escape Devlin’s notice that the 
dragon-shifter moved his wife in front of him like he was 
hiding an erection. 

Benjamin must have noticed, too, because he laughed, 
gave them final instructions, and then dismissed everyone. 
Ava reached for Nathan without letting go of Brody, and 
then the three of them disappeared in the blink of an eye. 
The other women grabbed their husbands and followed 
Ava’s lead. Skye and Jennifer laughed as they grabbed their 
own men and headed out the front door on foot. 


That left Lilly, Jed, and Devlin standing in the middle of 
Hannah, Eric, and West’s home. Lilly shrugged. They 
couldn’t blink back to the safe house without dropping the 
Shield so they were basically stuck. 

“There’s a spare room upstairs,” Eric said, obviously 
realizing their dilemma. He was packing away the 
equipment he’d used to transfuse West with his blood. 
Thankfully, the injured bear-shifter looked much healthier 
now. 

“Thanks. That'd be g—” Devlin cut his words off as the 
front door opened once more and Ronan stepped back into 
the room. He threw a set of house keys to Jed. 

“Directly across the street,” Ronan said, pointing over his 
Shoulder with his thumb. “If you like it, we’ll discuss details 
later.” 

Jed glanced at Devlin and Lilly and then dipped his head 
at Ronan. “Thanks.” 


* OK OOK OK 


“So what happens now?” Lilly asked as she wandered 
through the house. It was quite large, solidly built, and best 
of all, restored to look almost brand-new. 

“Im not really sure,” Jed admitted as he wandered 
through the house checking inside cupboards and drawers. 
He felt sick to his stomach that it was his own people 
attacking them, but he also felt very grateful that not a 
single person in Hannah’s living room had shown any doubt 
that he was on their side. 

“We could make it official,” Devlin said casually. 

“Make what official?” Lilly asked innocently, apparently 
not realizing Devlin’s intention. But Jed did. In many ways 
this was the moment he’d been dreading. Even though he’d 
told them he wasn’t going anywhere, a very sensible part of 
him realized that he and Devlin were almost exact 
opposites. They’d annoyed the crap out of each other on the 


job. How the hell did they expect to get along well enough 
to hold ménage sex and kinky fantasies together long term? 

It was very obvious that Lilly loved Devlin. Jed even 
remembered how happy the young woman had been four 
years ago when she’d been dating the Navy SEAL. In fact 
the way Devlin had left her still made Jed want to punch the 
angel in his nose. If Jed had actually met the man dating 
Lilly four years ago, he might even have been able to save 
her the heartache of dating the man in the first place. There 
was no way Jed would have let a paranormal—at least a 
paranormal that wasn’t him—anywhere near the sweet 
twenty-three-year-old Lilly had been back then. 

Yet it was obvious that the connection they’d had back 
then was a solid foundation for their future together. Seeing 
how Devlin was with Lilly went a long way to explaining why 
he’d walked away four years ago. He’d literally tried to give 
the woman he loved a chance at a normal life. Walking away 
had probably been the hardest thing the man had ever 
done, but he’d done it because he’d loved the woman with 
all his heart. He’d done it because he’d thought it was the 
best thing he could do for Lilly at the time. Of that, Jed had 
no doubt. 

But now, faced with two people who wanted and 
deserved a long and happy life together, Jed found himself 
wondering if he should be the one to walk away. Life would 
be much simpler for Lilly and Devlin if he wasn’t getting in 
the way. 

“I think that’s a great idea,” Jed said, trying to hide the 
ache the thought of leaving Lilly created. “You two should 
get married as soon as we Can arrange it.” 

Lilly quirked an eyebrow at him. She might be sweet and 
polite and infinitely sexy, but she also never put up with 
bullshit. “Are you going somewhere?” she asked in a voice 
that warned him to answer carefully, very, very carefully. 

“No, l'Il always protect you, Lilly, but you’ve got to admit 
life would be far simpler with only one husband.” 


“| don’t have to admit anything of the sort,” she said 
with a soft laugh. “Did you miss the fact that everyone in 
that meeting was in a triad relationship?” 

“No, | didn’t miss that fact, but it doesn’t mean we need 
to follow the same trend.” 

“Jed,” she said with a shake of her head, “you’re making 
me very glad that | can control that freezing skill now.” 
Come to think of it, so was he. “But it wasn’t the only thing | 
learned from Ava and the others. | know what’s in your 
heart. | know that you loved me even when | thought you 
were an eighty-year-old man. And | know the three of us can 
make this work.” 

“How can you ‘know’ something | don’t even know 
myself? How can you be so sure that / can make this work?” 
he asked, trying to hide how relieved he was at her faith in 
him. 

“Okay, maybe | don’t know as much as | think | do, but 
all three of us deserve to be happy. Don’t you think that 
means we should give things a chance?” 

Devlin gave him a raised-eyebrow look that suggested he 
knew exactly what Jed was trying to do. And in that moment 
Jed realized that he did have something in common with the 
man. They both loved Lilly, and they’d both die to protect 
her. 

Whatever the future held, the three of them would face it 
together. 

“Official sounds like a great idea,” he said, grinning 
widely. 


* OK OOK OK 


Lilly watched the understanding that passed between her 
men and loved them that much more. It felt like a dream 
come true to have them both love her back. But as they 
moved toward her, their intentions very clear as they 
gathered her in their combined embrace and started 


Stripping her clothes away, every other concern melted 
away. 

This was where she belonged. 

Between her men. 

And it didn’t matter where they lived, what they did, or 
who threatened them. What mattered most was that they 
were together. 


Epilogue 


Dex DeKardoin stared down at the official assassination 
order bearing his signature and again felt his heart clench 
with dread and fear. The only good news was that the 
assassins hadn’t yet been able to find the woman. Despite 
the reason for the assassination order, Dex thanked the 
goddess for keeping Emmallina safe so far. She had been his 
wife for nearly three centuries. She was the mother of his 
children. He’d loved her with every fiber of his being—still 
did—so her betrayal was very hard to accept. 

He turned the beacon button over and over in his fingers. 

Dex had refused to believe the PLA, had denied his wife’s 
complicity with every fiber of his being, but the fire demon’s 
beacon button had proved him wrong. Why would she have 
this hidden in her chambers if she hadn’t been contacting 
the enemy all along? The tiny little button was the physical 
proof that had finally convinced him that she consorted with 
their enemies behind his back. 

So, faced with overwhelming evidence and the fact that 
she'd done exactly what his informant had said she would 
do, he’d been given no choice but to sign the PLA’s request. 
To do otherwise would have brought his leadership into 
question. 

He’d ruled over the pixies for half a millennium. He was 
known for his ruthless decision making and decisive action. 
If his enemies sensed any weakness—any weakness at all— 
it could throw the kingdom into civil war, and suddenly the 
long-forgotten fact that pixies could actually be killed would 
become common knowledge once more. 

Far from being exterminated by humans—as Dex and 
Emmallina had so recently feared—it was more likely that if 
civil war erupted, pixies would simply destroy themselves. 


* OOK OOK OK 


Emmallina glanced up at the young werewolf who 
stepped into the room. Jennifer gave her a friendly smile, 
but it was obvious that she realized the seriousness of 
Connistanterina’s illness. The withdrawal symptoms were 
growing worse with time, making her daughter's tiny, doll- 
sized frame shake more violently. Connistanterina had 
literally been unconscious for days now. Yet, despite her 
obvious exhaustion, her body continued to shiver from the 
withdrawal. 

“No change?” Jennifer asked in a very quiet voice. 

Emmallina shook her head and tried to keep the tears 
from her eyes. She’d never had to face death before. It was 
something pixies rarely had to deal with. True, they 
eventually grew old and died, but with pixies being so long- 
lived even Emmallina’s great-great-grandparents were still 
only considered middle-aged. And of course with pixies 
usually able to recover from any injury and illness, an early 
death of a loved one wasn’t really something pixies had to 
deal with either. 

“Ronan Deeks and a couple of his operatives may have 
some information that could help, but he’d like you to look it 
over before we get too excited.” 

“What sort of information?” Emmallina asked as a small 
kernel of hope grew in her chest. She tried to tamp down 
the feeling. Her life had been altered in ways she never 
would have imagined only a few days ago. The only way 
assassins could come after her was if her husband signed 
the order. Even with all of the unexplained happenings 
within the PLA, there was no way they’d make a move 
against their queen unless it was approved by the one man 
she'd believed she could always trust. 

No, hope wasn’t a feeling she wanted or needed at this 
very moment. 

She refused to let her daughter die without at least 
trying everything she could, but she understood reality all 
too well. It would be foolish to hold on to such a baseless 
emotion. The reality was very clear. There was no known 


cure for Connistanterina’s affliction, and they were running 
out of time. 

“Ronan has a journal that we believe was written by 
Bethany Childes.” 

Emmallina frowned. Bethany Childes had been the 
human gifted with the Oracle’s information twenty-seven 
years ago. Her murder—an assassination Connistanterina 
herself had carried out—had somehow passed information 
to a group of human women born on the same day as 
Bethany. Emmallina had no idea how the murdered Oracle, a 
fire demon named Prianna, had passed her information to a 
human in the first place, so she was completely bewildered 
by what was happening with the Oracle’s receptacles now. 

The fact that they were reportedly collecting information 
for all species and not just one or two the way Oracles 
usually did was more than a little concerning, but it was 
their ability to put the skills into practice that had everyone 
on edge. As the Oracle for humans and vampires, Emmallina 
even knew without a shadow of a doubt that none of them 
had possessed any of the knowledge or skills they had now 
before Bethany was murdered. Whatever Bethany or 
Prianna had done was simply beyond Emmallina’s 
understanding. 

“Bethany’s journal has been heavily encrypted, and to be 
honest there are passages that seem to be complete 
gibberish, almost like the woman was insane.” Jennifer 
glanced at the doll-sized pixie lying on the bed. “But we 
found a passage that we think mentions you and the 
miniaturized pixie assassins.” 

Emmallina felt tears prickle at the back of her eyes. 
Oracles collected the history of the races. They didn’t 
predict the future. And they couldn’t sense other Oracles, no 
matter what species they belonged to. She shook her head 
Slowly, biting her lips together for a moment as 
disappointment crashed over her. 

“There is no way Bethany would have known about me. 
We can’t sense other Oracles, not even within the species 


history that we collect. Prianna collected the history of 
witches and warlocks. Considering that very few pixies know 
of our own weaknesses, the warlocks and witches are 
unlikely to have that information in their history.” 

Jennifer nodded sadly, glancing at Connistanterina as her 
tiny body stopped shuddering and conceded to exhaustion 
one more time. 

“Perhaps you can look at it anyway,” Jennifer said with 
tears in her eyes. It seemed incredible that this werewolf 
who'd so recently been human could feel so deeply about 
the suffering of a pixie who herself had done such horrifying 
things. Human compassion had always struck Emmallina as 
rather extraordinary, and Jennifer and her sister Skye were 
shining examples of the potential humans truly possessed. 
They were trying to help, and for that Emmallina was very 
grateful. 

She nodded. “lIl do what I can.” 

As Jennifer left the room quietly, Emmallina rubbed the 
ache in her chest as that maddening sense of false hope 
grew inside her once more. 


THE END 
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